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NUMBER FOUR 


AFTER GRAYLING WITH WILL LOEB 
AND SAM BLYTHE ~ 


THE PLAIN UNVARNISHED TRUTH CONCERNING THE SAFARI INTO RED CANYON WITII 
HARRY HARDUP, TiAE POLITICIAN, THE SAXON KING, CLAM JUICE LAN, 
TURBULENT TOM AND GEORGE THE GUIDE 


BY ROBERT H. DAVIS 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 


Harry Harpupe: H. W. Child, President of 
the Yellowstone Park Hotel and Trans- 
portation Company, and by permission our 
host. 

Tue Poritician: Wm. Loeb, Jr., Collector 
of the Port of New York, and restraining 
influence to Royalty. 

Tue Saxon Kine: Samuel G. Blythe, Lit- 
terateur, biographer to the also rans and 
the possessor of gum boots. 

CLiam Juice Lan: Lansing Wells, the great- 
est commissary of modern times and the 
only perfectly sane man in camp. 

TURBULENT Tom: Thomas Miller, of Helena, 
Montana. Opposed to Conservation and 
College-bred men. 

GrorcE THE GuipE: George Whittaker, the 
human last resort and poker instructor to 
His Majesty the Saxon King. 

Tue AutHor: A mild young man restrained 
from using his own fishing tackle by others 
who saw it first. 


ferred upon our host by his relatives, 
all of whom were confident that he 
would return flat busted to Mammoth 
Springs, in the Yellowstone Park, from 


‘To title of Harry Hardup was con- 


THE AUTHOR 


which central point the troupers set forth 
September Ioth last with seven thousand 
pounds of grub, twenty-one horses, five 
freight wagons and a bundle of life and 
accident insurance. 

It would be a gross breech of etiquette 
to dwell upon Harry’s personality in this 
record, but the fact remains that, having 
on several occasions stopped over night 
in Washington, D. C., he knew something 
about the national game—a fact which his 
immediate family had overlooked. It is 
sufficient to say that Hoyle hadn’t anything 
on Harry. 

“Well anyhow,” as Bobby Gaylor used 
to remark when the laughter began to 
thin out, we cut loose from the Springs 
in good form and made a farewell tour 
of the Park, moving always toward the 
Western border in the direction of Yel- 
lowstone City. We touched Norris, The 
Canyon, The Fountain, Old Faithful, the 
Upper Geyser Basin and gazed with awe 
upon the works of the Master Architect 
of the world. 

Along the route the Saxon King dis- 
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covered that there was still a large supply 
of refrigerated beef at various points, 
plenty of good beds and service fit for 
royalty in all its forms. As a rule kings 
are hard to handle and it looked for a 
time as though the Saxon monarch would 
have to be roped and tied before he could 
be torn loose from the hotel system. We 
tried to reason with him, pointing out the 
fact that the various hostelries were about 
to close for the season, but at the critical 
moment when it seemed an easy matter 
to escort the blond Emperor across the 
line and into camp he discovered that the 
hotel superintendent had thrown a large 
stock of Geyser cigars on the market at 
half-price in order to clean them up be- 
fore the winter shutdown. 

“Those for me,” remarked the King. 
“They are the only*cigar in the world that 
will keep in any climate, and I intend to 
round up a couple of thousand Geyser 
cheroots even if it means back tracking 
along the whole route.” 

None dared cross the King except Bill 
Loeb, who is used to gazing unterrified 
into royal eyes. Loeb was even brave 
enough to call the King Sam. Yes, sir, 
called him by his first name and led him 
away into the pine trees, where he stuck 
diplomacy all over the monarch and then 
led him back quelled. 

“What did you hand him, Bill?” in- 
quired Harry Hardup later in the day, 
while the King was napping in the back 
seat of the surrey which he occupied to 
the exclusion of his plebian associates. 

“He was easy,” replied Loeb, confiden- 
tially. “I told him that the commissary 
wagon contained nearly four tons of stuff, 
fifteen hundred pounds of which were 
Geyser cigars.” 

Turbulent Tom broke in: “And he fell 
for that? Does he expect to live on 
cigars ?” 

“And I added that in camp we had five 
meals a day and a lunch before retiring,” 
concluded the Collector of the Port. 

The Saxon King stirred restlessly in 
his slumbers, murmured something about 
“flopping another slice of Virginia ham 
on the iron” and settled back in the cush- 
ions for another lap around the dream- 
land speedway. That King was certainly 
there with the slumber stuff. When he 


awoke His Majesty, much refreshed and 
in excellent good humor, regaled his com- 
panions with tales of his travels in differ- 
ent parts of the world, permitting us to 
peer into his past through little snatches 
of history which he tossed off in his hap- 
piest mood. 

“Tell me, Mr. Wells,” said he to the 
genial commissary, “how do you catch 
trout and grayling and the other fishes 
which are said to infest these streams ?” 

Clam Juice Lan was quick on the trig- 
ger with angling data. 

“With flies,” was the intelligent answer 

“House flies?” quoth the King. 

“Is his Royal Nobs a friend of yours?” 
hissed Harry Hardup into the author's 
ear, “because if he is—good-bye !” 

Turbulent Tom, his lip curling with dis- 
gust, wanted to stop the surrey, get down 
and dare the King make combat. But 
Loeb, ever ready with soothing phrases 
and good advice withal, whispered in the 
Turbulent’s ear that there was a strain 
of pure Irish in the King’s blood and not 
to start anything. The situation was re- 
lieved by the King bursting into loud 
laughter mixed with violent wallops on 
neighboring backs, interspersed with the 
query: 

“Did you get me? Did you get me?” 

When a monarch stoops to assault and 
battery as a side line his titles perish. So 
with the Saxon King. With this one raw 
attempt at humor, plus the brutality with 
which it was introduced, he fell from his 
position of high eminence into the stratum 
of the common herd, where he remained 
the balance of the trip, never for a single 
instant emerging, except when it came to 
the eats. There he was a ruler indeed, 
and no living thing, save perhaps a starve: 
timber wolf, could start or finish with him. 

* * * 

Artemus Ward used to deliver a lecture 
entitled “Milk.” The remarkable thing 
about this lecture was the fact that Arte- 
mus never once referred to the lacteal 
fluid during the whose course of his re- 
marks. This article on greyling is be- 
ginning to assume Artemus Ward propor- 
tions and if I don’t get back to the issue 
the editor of this magazine will be justi- 
fied in throwing my stuff in the waste 
basket, where it probably belongs. 
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THE LAZY 
Stand ng: 
Seated (as always): 


On the morning of the Igth of Septem- 


ber, memorab:e as the wedding anniver- 
sary of the Saxon King, and upon which 
date we toasted His Empress, me party 
brought up standing at the junction of the 
Gibbon, the Firehole and Madison River. 
It is in the north fork of this latter stream 
that the grayling holds his diminishing 


sway. Ten years ago this particularly 
beautiful game fish could be caught in 
great quantities all along the Madison, but 
gradually the species receded into the 
North Fork, where they are still taken on 
the fly, Royal Coachmen, Black Gnats, 
Silver Doctors and Major Pitchers being 
their preference. This latter fly is named 
after an army officer who designed it while 
serving the Government in Yellowstone 
Park. It is also a splendid trout fly and 
anglers who have any sense of obligation 
are indebted to its creator. 

One must stand at the junction of the 
three rivers named to appreciate their 
singular beauty and grandeur. Small 
wonder that the idea to make a national 
park came to its sponsors when they gazed 
upon the confluence. 

The waters are crystal clear and tumble 


HOUNDS GROUPED 
H. W. Child, the Author, William Loeb, Jr., Lan Wells. 
Tom Miller, Sam Blythe. 


through rock-bottomed valleys and can- 
yons, in every one of which the gamiest 
trout abound. There is the ideal breed- 
ing waters of the nation and no fisher- 
men who hopes to have his fill of what he 
most longs for can afford to exclude the 
trip from his list of pilgrimages this side 
of the final heaven. 

Yes, I'm about to take away the milk. 

On the afternoon of the twentieth we 
drove into a small valley through which 
like a silver thread wound the North Fork 
of the Madison. Against the foothills 
and on the rim of the meadow lay a group 
of small shacks, one of them gabled, at 
the peak of which floated an American 
flag. 

Harry Hardup, who was driving, drew a 
tight rein and hauled up his horses. 

“Do we camp here?” The Saxon King 
began to look about dubiously. “You 
don’t mean to tell me that we put up out 
in this tall grass, Harry? Say, where’s 
the trees and the brook and where's 
George Whittaker and that bunch of 
freight wagons supposed to have gone on 
ahead with the duffle? Where’s the cook 
tent?” 














“THERE WILL NEVER BE ANOTHER HOST LIKE 
HARRY CHILD, NABOB OF THE 
YELLOWSTONE” 


“Shut up!” 

The voice of Turbulent Tom rang out 
on the clear Montana atmosphere. He 
turned a scowling visage upon the King 
and folded his arms slowly. 

“Don’t you know where you are?” The 
fires of disdain blazed in Turbulent Tom’s 
eyes. 

“How should I know?” barked His 
Majesty. “Do I look like the United 
States Geodetic Survey, or one of the 
Rand McNallys? How do I know where 
Iam? Wise me. Where am 1?” 

“Gentlemen.” The dulcet voice of The 
Politician broke in like a pistol shot. 
Calmly he turned to the Saxon King and 
engaged the monarch’s eye. Bill had his 
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nerve with him, and what’s more, he got 
away with it. The King wasn’t a bit 
offended. He was mild and gentle and 
respectful as a clerk in the Custom House. 
Harry Hardup, like a perfect host, lay 
low. 

“T’ll tell you, Sam,” began Loeb, courag- 
eously, “you are now in the presence of 
the angler’s Mecca.” The collector was 
no slouch when it came to geography and 
the King felt that Bill was his equal. 

“Well, point to it,” said the King. 

“Do you see that group of low build- 
ings?” 

“Sure I see ’em,”’ answered the Saxon, 
fa'ling into the vernacular. 

“There lies the city of Grayling, Mon- 
tana. That gabled roof covers the United 
States Postoffice.” 

“Well, believe me,” chirped the King, 
“there’s some letters there for me from 
the Queen.” 

“And do you see those white spots up 
the canyon back of the house,” resumed 
Loeb, regardless of the reference to the 
royal maid. 

“You bet.” 

“Those are the tents of the ungodly, 
pitched by George Whittaker. There is 
the camp of the Lazy Hounds.” 

“Forward, men!” exclzimed the King, 
pounding Harry Hardup on the back, and 
the procession moved along. We ap- 
proached the postoffice on the gallop, every 
mother's son of us hoping for letters 
from home. We all drew capital prizes 
and in one minute the place was littered 
with empty envelopes. It was a gala day 
in Grayling. 

Harry Hardup, Clam Juice Lan and 
Turbulent ‘Tom took Postmaster Pete 
Kerzenmacher off to one side and sep- 
arately informed him that they were in- 
strumental in getting his appointment and 
would wire the Postmaster-General to 
boost his salary. After that the Post- 
master saw that mallard, canvas-back and 
teal ducks arrived at the camp regularly. 
The scheme worked so well that I have 
often thought it was hatched in Loeb’s 
fertile brain. Perhaps the King had a 
hand in it. Some kings are pretty slick 
thataway. 

At five o’clock we rode into camp, which 
the immortal George had divided into two 
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sections; the cook, dining and commissary 
department on one side of the little can- 
yon while the dormitory, lounging and 
council tents were pitched across the 
Way. 

The Saxon King, with the author a 
close second, made a tour of inspection 
through the commissary department, 
which was the largest tent of them all. 
Jean, the chef, displayed every variety of 
fresh vegetable, all kinds of fruit, tweive 
crates of cantelopes, every bottled delicacy 
known to the delicatessen trade, several 
sides of beef, lamb, crates of fresh eggs, 
succulent hams and slabs of bacon. To 
round out the display he uncovered two 
hundred cans of clam juice, without which 
our genial commissary never went inte the 
wilderness. Hence the soubriquet, “Clam 
Juice Lan.” What's more, he consumed 
the entire supply himself. He dove into 
it for breakfast, lunch and supper and 
sloshed around in a quart or two before 
retiring. He drank so much of it that his 
stomach rose and feil like the tide at sea 
level. It wouldn’t have surprised us if 
Lan had begun to grow seaweed in his 
whiskers. 

We had a steward in camp known as 
the Irish Admiral. He knew more about 
heaving chuck into a hungry fisherman 
than any man I ever saw. Even so he 
had to extend himself when the Saxon 
King was in good form. Once or twice 
during the run on the larder the Admiral 
called for help. 

‘“T’ve served a good deal of chow in my 
day,” he said, “but that Saxon guy has 
got my goat. The best I can do for him 
is to stand in line with some other strong 
men znd just help ’em pass it into him. 
It's hell to find a cook that can skate it 
off the stove fast enough for him.” 

Of course, none of the King’s associates 
would have mentioned this peculiarity, but 
the Admiral was an irreverent cuss and 
not abashed by the King. Personally I 
think it is impolite to stare at a gentle- 
man feeding his face. 

On the morning of the twentieth we all 
made a rush for the river bent on luring 
the elusive grayling from the pools. The 
Saxon King, having discovered that I car- 
ried a camera, suggested that if I wante.l 
to bask in the presence of royalty he was 
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ready to stick around and lend his society. 
Well, the King was not half bad as a com- 
panion so I hinted that if he showed any 
form in his attire and pulled some real 
class in tackle that I would take a chance 
with him. 

In five minutes he galloped out of his 
tent wearing a pair of gum boots that came 
up to his chest, belted across his heart. 
Under one arm he carried a rod case that 
might easily have contained four league 
baseball bats. His lines, reel and flies 
were tucked away in a paper bag bearing 
the advertisement of a New York de- 
partment store. 

‘Believe me, young fellow,” he re- 
marked as he climbed laboriously into the 
surrey, “this is some tackle and I intend to 
put it all over The Politician and Turbu- 
lent Tom. Well, will you look at the 
leggins on that Helena lobster. What do 
you know about that?” 





SAM BLYTHE, A SAXON KING BY DECLARA- 
TION OF INTENTION 
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Tom was coming from the sleep tent 
dressed up like a cockney riding master. 
“Why don’t you apologize for that lay- 
out? Great God, look at Loeb!” 

The diplomat stalked into the open 
wearing a cutaway coat and a fedora hat. 

The King stared in amazement, but 
presently found his tongue. “Are we go- 
ing to fish or is this bunch togged out just 
to take a walk? Believe me, sport, this 
sort of stuff will lead to bloodshed. Now 
take it from me, boys, you’re standing on 
the brink of an abyss.” 

Suddenly the imperial Saxon grabbed 
my arm and pointed horror-stricken at 
Messrs. Hardup and Clam Juice strolling 
toward the surrey in which His Majesty 
and myself had already become fixtures. 
Lan was rigged out in an English fishing 
coat, yellow canvas wading stockings and 
hob-nailed shoes, with a creel over his 
shoulders; Harry tripped along jauntily 
in a suit of knickerbockers made of home- 
spun. In color it suggested a grass door- 
mat upon which three or four generations 
of farmers had wiped their feet. In his 
buttonhole he sported a carnation. 

The King, disillusioned and over- 
whelmed by the display of finery, struggles 
to get out of his seat. At the risk of in- 
voking royal disfavor I restrained him. 

“Tt’s too sad for words,” he murmured, 
relaxing into the cushions. “I came here 
to mingle with strong simple men, to get 
back to nature, to be primitive . again. 
And what happens? I ask you what hap- 
pens? They pull a delegation of dudes 
on me. Well we won’t wait for you. 
Good-bye.” With these parting words the 
King threw the silk into the horses and 
we drove away. We hadn’t gone a hundred 
yards before the King put the brakes on. 

“Ts there any grub in this rig?” 

A hurried search proved that there 
wasn’t. 

“Back!” roared His Majesty, wheeling 
about. “It’s bad enough to have those 
dubs in camp with us. But starvation— 
heaven forbid!” 

We returned and loaded the lunch on 
along with the sartorial convulsions and 
put for the North Fork of the Madison. 
Not until we tumbled out on the river’s 
lip did offended royalty regain his wonted 
calm. 





History is full of surprises, but none 
more startling than the performances of 
the Saxon King with a fly rod witnessed 
by the writer on that memorable morn- 
ing. Nothing in all my experiences can 
approach it. We formed into three pairs, 
Loeb and Harry taking the lead and mak- 
ing for a bend in the river two hundred 
yards below the stopping place. Lan 
and Tom took the upper position. The 
King and the writer stayed where we 
lit. 

When the King was certain that we 
were quite alone he took me into his con 
fidence and confessed that he had never, 
during his entire career, fished with union 
tackle; never saw a fly rod in his life, ex- 
cept in shop windows, and didn’t know 
whether fish were caught with hooks, 
lassos or rapped over the head with the 
butt of the rod. 

“Be merciful, old chap, and give a strug- 
gling, willing, ambitious King a chance,” 
he pleaded. 

It was a pitiful spectacle to see the 
King standing there in a hundred pounds 
of gum boots, a gray sweater and a five 
days’ crop of whiskers. He must have 
sensed the sympathy I felt for him. 

“All I want, old pal, is a start, a good 
shove-off. Then I'll go the rest of the 
route alone.” 

He began to unwrap his rod. 

“I never dared look at this stuff before. 
Don’t laugh when I get it uncovered,” he 
observed, blushing deeply. 

Laboriously the King, after unwinding 
yards and yards of wrapping paper, got 
down to the core and disclosed a split 
bamboo rod, the which when coupled up 
had all the characteristics. of a buggy 
whip. The ferules were of the best tin 
plate and the wrappings of AI drug store 
twine. I poised it for heft and balance 
The King stood apart anxiously awaiting 
the verdict. 

“How about it?” 

“Your Majesty,’ I made answer, dip 
ping a genuflection, “man never saw its 
equal.” 

He brought forth his reel next and then 
dug up a line used for bluefish trolling 
from tugboats. His leaders were braided 
and would have held a tarpon and his flies 
would have choked a Columbia River sal- 
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AND FEDORA HAT, ESCORTS THE SAXON KING 


AND THE AUTHOR TO THE HEADWATERS OF THE YELLOWSTONE 


mon to death. I returned it all to the pa- 
per bag and tossed it in the surrey. 

“What’s wrong with it?” pleaded the 
King. 

“Nothing,” I ventured, hoping to avoid 
further explanations, “but it seems a 
shame to wet up all that high-class stuff 
while you’re practicing. Hide it.” 

“The rod, too?” 

“No, we'll take a chance with that just 
as it is.” 

With some of my tackle I rigged the 
King out and led him to the stream, se- 
lecting an open spot free from bush where 
plenty of water ran from a stretch of 
riffles into a deep pool. 

Insofar as I was the King’s appointed 
instructor I made a few casts in empty 
water so that he might observe the funda- 
mental rules, returning the rod to his hand 
after he expressed the belief that it was 
“a cinch.” 

Straightway he began to climb down 


the bank toward the riffles. I made bold 
to inquire as to his intentions. 

“Why, you damphool,”’ snorted the 
King, “I’m going to try the gum boots, 
too.” 

He floundered along to the edge of the 
deep water until he stood in the current, 
which surged about his thighs. A smile 
of ineffable joy crept over the royal vis- 
age as the rude tides pressed against his 
sturdy limbs. 

“Why don’t you get busy and make a 
cast?” I called from the bank. 

“Leave it to me, and you'll learn some 
thing,” retorted the King, thrusting his 
rod forward and sighting his imperial eye 
along its length. The next instant he 
made a movement like a cowboy throwing 
a lasso. Somehow or other he got about 
twenty feet of line out and the fly hit the 
water with a noise like slapsticks. Then 
he began to strip line from the reel. Div- 
ine Providence must have been watching 








ILARRY LANDED A TWO-POUND GRAYLING. 
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over him, for he defied every rule of the 
game and got away with it. Half the time 
he was wrapped up in masses of slack line, 
all of which escaped from his body and 
went away free and buoyant and at every 
cast. He danced about in his gum boots 
introducing more new and incomprehen- 
sible angling evolutions than have ever 
before been witnessed in Montana. 

Very soon out of a clear sky the King 
got a strike and before the Saxon despot 
knew where he was a two-pound brown 
trout was beating it down the stream to 
the main river. In one second that par- 
ticular fish took out all the slack line with 
which the King had been doing his ex- 
hibition stunts. The imperial cheek 
blanched. 

“What’'ll 1 do next? Where’s he going? 
You've got the reel on upside down. Oh, 
he’s off! No he isn’t!” The King grew 
paler with each bulletin. 

“Keep the tip of your rod up,” I shouted 
above the tumult. But it wasn’t that kind 
of a rod and slowly but surely took on a 
permanent crimp. Had the trout only had 
the intelligence to run between the King’s 
legs and take a couple of wraps around 
in either direction he could have choked 
the Saxon King with tthe middle joint. 


Field and Stream 


In the midst of the pow-wow the King 
cast all form to the wind, grabbed the 
line as it whizzed past him and with a 
mighty heave snatched that trout, which 
was hooked down to his vitals, from the 
bosom of the deep and hurled it afield 
Simultaneously the gumboots drank three 
gallons of water each and the King stag 
gered ashore sopping but satisfied. I took 
his imperial hand and complimented him, 
not only upon his skill, but upon getting 
his rod back intact. 

To be sure it looked like a stroke of 
forked lightning curled up at one end, 
but then it must not be forgotten that the 
Saxon King was no weakling. After a 
proper period of exultation I received the 
royal permission to step downstream a 
hundred vards and try it alone. When I 
arrived at the bend in the river, lo and 
behold, I discovered the bold Loeb exer 
cising all his patient skill in extracting 
grayling from a pool that swung under the 
opposite bank and purled away into shal- 
low water. Already he had three lying 
beside him on the grass and was trying to 
coax another with a Royal Coachman. 

“Cast in there just above that point of 
rock. It’s alive with ’em,” suggested the 
grayling getter. “Drop your fly lightly, 
and the minute they strike throw the hook 
into ’em. If you miss it’s all off. They 
are like shadows and strike only once. 
How’s the King?” 

Briefly I related the incident of the 
brown trout. Loeb fell to serious reflec- 
tion when I described the monarch’s cast- 
ing tactics. 

“IT can see where Sam does his fishing 
alone, if that’s the case,” said he. | 
agreed with him. Occasionally from the 
direction of the King we heard wild yells 
rising above the murmuring of the rivet 
and concluded more or less accurately that 
he was either shipping water in the gum 
boots or playing tag with brown trout. 

A curious thing about the North Fork 
of the Madison is that the grayling seem 
to gather in certain holes, the trout in 
others and the whitefish in the ripples, al- 
thought the latter seem to have less pref 
ence than the trout and grayling. 

In order not to get too deep into Arte- 
mus Ward’s milk can I guess I'll come 
back to the fish mentioned in the title of 
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this article. Thanks to The Politician and 
the King’s permission to leave him unat- 
tended I hooked a pound and a half gray- 
ling on a Major Pitcher. Unlike the trout, 
the grayling takes the fly as softly as a 
humming bird osculates with a morning 
glory. But, as Loeb observes, it is neces- 
sary to “throw the hook into them” with 
out the least hesitation or lose ’em. 

Once they feel the steel they become the 
liveliest thing that ever cut loose in fresh 
water, crossing and recrossing the stream 
in a perfect frenzy. At first one is prone 
to mistake this activity for gameness. In 
reality it is fear, a sort of piscatorial 
panic, terminating as abruptly as it begins 
and seldom lasting over two minutes. 
When the grayling is brought near enough 
to see the fisherman there is another 
though shorter display of excitement 
which concludes the performance, and the 
angler feels that if Mr. Grayling could 
speak he would say: “I was only joking. 
If you want me, take me. What’s the 
use.” Not so with a trout or a blackbass. 
They are game fish, fighters, because they 
want to fight, battlers born and champions 
by instinct. 

When a grayling is taken from the wa- 
ter there is an expression of infinite sad- 
ness in its eyes. A grayling might easily 
weep if tears were a novelty with fish. 

In a sense the grayling is a caricature. 
It has the head of a trout, although the 
mouth is smaller, the body and tail of a 
whitefish and fins of a flyingfish, the dorsal 
fin on a two-pound grayling being neariy 
five inches over all. The other fins are 
elongated and wing-like, the pectoral fin 
being particularly powerful. So far as 
the color scheme is concerned the effect 
is gray, except on the fins, which are 
eyed like the peacock’s tail, and equally 
radiant. Along the lateral line, beginning 
at the head and running back one-third 
the length of the body there are from ten 
to fifteen black markings greatly resem- 
bling arrow heads. The flesh is not un- 
like that of the whitefish and should be 
eaten the same day it is taken. 

Like the passenger pigeon the grayling 
is doomed to extinction. In all the United 
States they are found only in Michigan 
and Montana. There is yet another vari- 
ety in British America and Alaska. The 
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grayling seldom exceeds two pounds in 
weight. 

The genial Harry Hardup landed one 
near that limit, while all of us caught 
smaller ones. A picture of the big boy 
is shown on page 346. Observe the large 
dorsal fin which H. H. is holding out from 
Mr. Grayling’s spine. 

It is unfair to bring the annals of the Red 
Canyon combination to a close without 
touching upon the occasion when the 
Saxon King, now an efficient and artful 
angler, hooked the big Loch Leven trout 
at the foot of the cofferdam in the Madi- 
son Canyon. Never was there such a 
trout pool known in the world. Every 
kind of trout ever hatched was noce on at 
this dam trying to figure out some way to 
get upstream. Harry Hardup, The Politi- 
cian, Turbulent Tom, George the Guide, 
Clam Juice Lan, the Saxon King and the 
Author all had their lines out while the 
Irish Admiral sat on the crossbar of the 
sluice box through which poured a thun- 
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THE CUT-THROAT TROUT USED TO WALLOP 
THE MAJOR PITCHER FLY 
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GOOD TROUT WATER IN MONTANA HE FOR- 


GOT EVEN THE SMUGGLERS BACK EAST 


derous torrent, booming like heavy artil- 
lery and reverberating to heaven. Every 
man was bent on his own rod and squirm- 
ing, battling trout were being brought to 
net every minute. 

The Saxon King, flushed with excite- 
ment incident to a large catch, was all 
over the place making exhibition casts and 
adding steadily to his string. Suddenly 
something ponderous struck his spinner 
(Sam was rather addicted to this form of 
lure) and straightway His Majesty began 
to back off from the pool. But fate was 
waiting for him with a stuffed club. I 
turned in time to see the monarch fall 
prone upon his lordly back while the gum 
boots pawed the high heavens. The butt 
of his rod was tucked in the folds of his 
stomach. The trout gave no quarter, no 
slack. All he did was to fight for liberty 
while the King lay writhing on his shoul- 
The King called for succor, 


1 lad 
aer blades. 


but his voice was swallowed up in the 


thunder of the tide. The Irish Admiral 
laughed heartily. The King tried to re 
gain his feet, but the rod butt in the cen 
ter of his vitals kept him down He 
couldn’t let go, he couldn’t scratch gravel 
nor recover from the burden of the gum 
boots, which continued to wave in the 
upper reaches. He tried to reel in his 
fish, succeeding only in letting out more 
line and adding skinned knuckles to 
wounded pride. Ethically it is bad form to 
butt in when a real artist is trying to 
land a big fish so I stood respectfully apart 
and let the battle rage. I saw the King’s 
lips move in vain effort to express him 
self audibly. What he said will never b 
known. Doubtless the finest burst of 
deep dish profanity ever born of 
human lips was lost in the echoes of the 
tumultuous Madison. I never before saw 
a man rave all over while trying to stand 
on his head. He choked and strangled 
and suffocated for expression, but non 
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heard a single syllable—not even the King 
himself. Thus a great verbal geyser, rich 
in expletive and color and daring, perished 
forever. In the midst of his final effort a 
gleaming shaft of brown and silver rose 
from the froth of the pool and a ten- 
pound Loch Leven trout shook the spinner 
from his upper lip and returned to life, 
liberty and the pursuit of happiness. The 
gum boots fell back to earth and the King 
scrambled to his feet with the grace of a 
moving van and the disposition of a Dur- 
ham bull. The Admiral nearly fell into 
the river, from laughter. 

By concerted effort we got the King out 
of the canyon and away from the echoes 
of the Madison, but the great voice was 
gone and the kingly spirit broken. Si- 
lently we helped him into the surrey and 
escorted him back to Red Canyon crushed 
and depressed. 

They never come back. This bet takes 
in the King. 

From that afternoon until the camp in 
Red Canyon broke up the Saxon was 
never the same man. He even forgot 


what George had taught him about poker 
and the exchequer dwind!ed steadily, each 
courtier taking heavy toll from the roll. 
Perhaps it was better so because right 
here the Saxon dynasty busted up and 
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from the ruins of the monarchy there rose 
phoenix-like, Samuel G. Blythe, citizen. I 
challenge any country to produce a 
stauncher support to the republican form 
of government. 

I look back upon those three weeks in 
the Gallatin mountains with Harry and 
Bill and Sam and Lan and Tom and 
George in the hope that there will be a 
reunion next year. I dream by night time 
of the camp fire in Red Canyon, of the 
sharp, crackling frosty mornings when The 
Politician used to rouse me from slum- 
ber and warn me not to invite pneumonia 
or take any chances bathing. I still hear 
Turbulent Tom inveighing against con- 
servation and the utter folly of a college 
education, while dear old Lan splashes 
about in his bowl of clam juice at each 
meal. My mind harks back to Harry 
Hardup’s speech of welcome when he 
rounded us up at the Springs and his ad- 
dress of farewell when he bade us adieu 
and sent the bunch back east in a special 
car, rejuvenated and chastened. There will 
never be another trip like that, nor 
another host like Harry Child. They 
converge only once in a_ lifetime 
and live in the memory forever and 
for 

Waiter, take away the milk. 
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A Great Victory for Wild Life 
THE PASSAGE OF THE RAYNE BILL 
Senator Howard R. Bayne, Assembly- 
Blauvelt and their al- 
victory for 


man George A. 
lies have won a_ notable 
the game birds and quadrupeds of the 
State of New York, and other states as 
well. The Bayne-Blauvelt bill to prevent 
absolutely the sale in New York State of 
all wild American game has been passed 
by the State Senate 38 to I, it was passed 
unanimously by the Assembly, it has been 
signed by Governor Dix, and is now a law. 

Several Senators and Assemblymen, and 
also many sportsmen, have pronounced 
“the Bayne bill” the most important meas- 
ure for the protection of game that has 
ever been brought before the New York 
Legislature. When the bill was_ first 
drawn and introduced, at the instance of 
W. T. Hornaday, it seemed like a very 
drastic measure; and by many interested 
persons its passage by the Legislature 
was deemed wildly impossible. 

Sut the measure rapidly attracted 
friends and supporters, and finally com- 
manded the finest array of organizations 
that ever united in support of any one 
measure affecting the wild life of New 
York State. The first support came from 
the New York State Fish, Game and 
Forest League, through Andrew D. Me- 
loy, its president, which from first to last 
powerfully aided the cause of the bill. 
In quick succession the movement was 
joined by the Camp-Fire Club of America, 
the New York Zoological Society, the 
Boone & Crockett Club, the League of 





\merican Sportsmen, the New York As- 
sociation for the Protection of Game, the 
National Association of Audubon Socie 
ties, the Long Island Game Protective 
Association, and about fifty other organ 
izations. Outside of the legislature, the 
campaign was managed by Messrs. Horn 
aday, Houghton of the Camp-Fire Club, 
Meloy and Trowbridge; and its chief finan 
cial support came from the members of 
the Wild Life Protective Association. One 
of the most important factors in the cam- 
paign was the constant support of the 40 
widely-distributed clubs of up-state sports- 
men composing the N. Y. State Fish, 
Game and Forest League, many of 
which sent delegates to Albany to attend 
hearings and support the bill. 

The reasons why this measure enlisted 
such unprecedented support is found in 
the fact that the public quickly realized the 
tremendous importance of “the Bayne 
bill” to the wild game of this and neigh- 
boring states. It was seen that if en- 
acted into law, it would be of incalcul 
able value in preserving and restoring the 
wild species of game birds that have al- 
most disappeared from the Empire State, 
chiefly through persistent and relentless 
slaughter for the New York market. Near 
the finish of the campaign, the game deal- 
ers and the Hotel Men’s Association pub 
licly conceded the principle that wild na 
tive game should no longer be sold for 
food—a great concession for them to 
make, 

Stated briefly, the new law absolutely 
prohibits in New York State, at all sea 
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sons, the sale, or importation for sale, of 
any species of American wild game, save 
hares and rabbits. Those rodents have 
been declared a pest to fruit-growers. No 
longer is it possible for ruffed grouse, 
pinnated grouse, any American quail, 
woodcock, snipe, or any American shore- 
bird, wild goose, brant, or wild ducks of 
any species, to be sold in the State of 
New York, no matter where they may 
have been killed. 

The Bayne law provides, however, that 
certain species of game that can be reared 
successfully in captivity, and killed by 
hand, may be sold and consumed, under 
certain restrictions. It is provided that 
anyone who wishes to breed and rear 
game for sale may procure a state license, 
for $50, under which he may breed, rear 
and sell under official tags, the following 
species: elk, white-tailed deer, mallard 
duck, black duck and Old World pheasants 
of all species. All these must be killed and 
marketed as the law directs, in a manner 
which will not permit the substitution of 
any wild game for domestic game. Every- 
thing killed is officially tagged, and the 
metal tags must remain in place until the 
game is sold and served. 

In addition to the above, the law pro- 
vides for the importation and sale under 
tag of the following Old-World species: 
European red deer, roe-buck and fallow 
deer, Scotch grouse, black game, black 
plover (lapwing), European red-legged 
partridge and Egyptian quail. The five 
species of European birds last named were 
included at the instance of the game-deal- 
ers, and their presence in the bill was 
strongly objected to by the supporters of 
the measure. It was declared, however, by 
the chief manager of the campaign, “the 
Bayne bill loses none of its force or virtue 
for the protection of American wild game; 
and so long as Europe is quite indifferent 
to the sale of her game, why should we 
worry about the five European birds?” 

Beyond doubt, New York City has for 
years been the most redoubtable fortress of 
the game-dealers and market hunters,— 
men who have money and influence, and 
who know how to hire attorneys and fight 
for their privileges. It is no wonder that 
the introduction of a bill to wipe out by 
one mighty explosion the world’s greatest 
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market for wild game fell before the pub- 
lic like a bombshell. For years such a 
measure has been talked of, but no one 
ever before dared to draft it and begin the 
fight for it. 

The fight was won solely by the tre- 
mendous wave of public sentiment that 
rolled up behind the bill, and finally swept 
it through the legislature, with only one 
vote recorded against it. It is estimated 
that not fewer than 30,000 letters were 
written, from all over the State, to Scna- 
tors and Assemblymen, asking them to 
support the Bayne bill. It is said that 
some legislators received between 250 and 
300 communications of this nature. The 
managers of the campaign furnished facts 
and information, and then asked that the 
friends of wild life would express their 
own views on the situation. 

Dr. Hornaday declares that “New York 
is the Gettysburg of the war between the 
Army of Destruction and the Army of 
Defense. From this time henceforth, the 
tide of slaughter of wild life will steadily 
be rolled back. We will gain more At- 
lantic States for the Bayne-Blauvelt law, 
and keep everything that we gain. It is 
now time for Pennsylvania, Massachusetts 
and other states to enact our law to stop 
the sale of wild game, and give the game a 
chance to return to our desolated fields 
and woods.” 

Among the magazines the strongest sup- 
port was given to the Bayne Bill, Fretp 
AND STREAM’s work in this connection be- 
ing well known to our readers, besides 
which it was able to reach, through prom- 
inent up-state city newspapers, a large 
bulk of the population not directly sports- 
men. Practically the only opposition to 
the Bayne Bill came from a small maga- 
zine devoted to the raising of tame wild 
ducks for hotel markets, whose ideas of 
sportsmanship go no farther than shooting 
a pound of lead into a flock of hand-reared 
ducks from a punt gun. This paper, we 
regret to say, carried on a wholly un- 
called-for and unnecessary attack on Dr. 
Hornaday, whose motives throughout are 
on the highest plane and not to be im- 
pugned by any thinking man. Aside from 
this one paper, the outdoor press has 
been unanimous in support of the Bayne 
Law. 




































oo 











WHY THERE IS NO BEST CANOE MODEL 


A FEW POINTERS FROM THE MAN WHO HAS LIVED WITH THE NORTH WOODS 
CANOE AND REALLY KNOWS IT 


BY DOUGLAS WETMORE CLINCH 


HE only safe way to select an out- 

door or woods outfit is to choose each 

article for the specific purpose de- 
manding it. If your experience has 
taught you that a certain bore or drop of 
a gun; that a particular weight or action 
of a rod is best suited to your needs it 
would be an aggravation to use any sub- 
stitute. These articles of equipment you 
can order just as you do a suit of clothes; 
but when the average man decides on a 
canoe he really knows nothing of its 
navigable qualities till he has paddled it 
with various loads many leagues. Real 
information can seldom be gathered from 
the study of catalogues or sporting models. 
This difference in canoe models is hard to 
differentiate on paper, but I will endeavor 





to make it clear and must of necessity use 
rather exaggerated similes. 

Now, among the many points which go 
to make up a canoe two are of vital im 
portance, and, strange to say, noticeable 
almost at once. Let us take, for instance, 
some evening in camp when you may 
have put in a very hard day portaging or 
traveling against a head-wind and before 
unset you had by practice become so ac 
craft that you could 
have stood on the gunwales. Suppose 
you note fish beginning to play or you 
sight game or needs must gather wood 
You and your companion pick up your 
paddles and jump into your canoe. Much 
to your surprise you will at once notice 
things immediately—your 


customed to your 


two almost 











craft is very cranky and hard to paddle 
for an empty cance. If that season you 
have paddied a great deal in many dil- 
ferent canoes you will be able to define 
the difference to a nicety. 

The cause of it is the fact that all 
canoes have two waterlines, one for heavy 
loads, one for light loads and in the de- 
signing of the model the maker consid- 
ered, besides safety, the question of re- 
sistance and carrying capacity. 

The birch bark canoes of the Indian 
were, and still are, fashioned in the rough 
by driving stakes in the ground. Though 
lL have seen a few exceptions, most In- 
dian models taper—from center to stern 
or bow—almost directly, save that a slight 
difference is allowed by which the stern 
is some two pounds heavier than the bow 
to throw up the bow on a portage. A 
good illustration of these lines is the 
wasted space in the bow and stern of a 
bark canoe that they occasion. Ever try 
to cram in an old hat or a basket or a 
camera case into the extreme bow of a 
canoe? Narrow, wasn’t it? 

Factory canvas canoes differ in so much 
that from the center to the extreme bow 
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or stern the gunwale rounds gradually 
This “rounding” fluctuates according to 
the type of model and whether or not it 
is a poling canoe. 

Again, consider the cross-sections of 
two types of canoes in general use. 

In one you will notice that the bottom 
is flat. This would make a safe canoe. 
In order to be sure a canoe will be flat 
enough when removed from the model 
or form on which it is made, makers often 
allow for a slight curve of thwart toward 
the center. This is known as a “tumble 
home” and in case it “gives” a little, the 
bottom loses nothing, but rather gains 
Equally loaded the difference between 
this model and one with round bilge wou'd 
be in draft and resistance. As can be 
seen by their waterlines the round bottom 
would draw more water and yet pole or 
paddle easier. Empty, the flat bottom 
would be the safer of the two, but still 
harder to paddle. The flat bottom is de 
signed for travel on shallow rivers with 
heavy loads and the other for deeper riv- 
ers with heavy loads. 

With these points in mind it is easier 
to understand the difference in the fol- 




















lowing three models. All of these we will 
assume are 18 feet long, 34 inches amid- 
ships, and have the fairly flat bottom 
necessary for river journeys. 

The first is an Indian model. If it is 18 
feet long and 34 inches wide it stands to 
reason that its displacement is less than 
that of either of the other two. As a rule, 
though, Indian models of the same length 
as canvas are wider amidships. 

The second, with flat bottom, it can be 
easily seen, would carry the heaviest load 
of the three, but paddle harder. 

The third, with rounded bilge and partly 
flat bottom, would be nearer the happy 
medium. 

As a general rule, reliable factories turn 
out two particular models known as 
“Cruisers” and “Guide’s Special.” The 
latter is low in the bow, but in many ways 
similar to No. 3, while the cruiser is 
higher in the bow and rounder on the 
bottom. I know of only one man who 
has as yet tried to combine the vir- 
tues of the two. He is a guide, who also 
builds canoes, and being an observing per- 
son and one who has poled most of the 


DOWN ROUGH 








WATER 


worst rivers in the East as wel! as lake 
traveling, has this season turned out a 
model whose cross-section is very much 
like this with sharp dead rise from the 
keel. 

If you turn his models up you 
will find, if you look very, very closely, 
that about five feet from the bow the lines 
fall off, yet toward both ends and near 
the center the model is as sturdy as No. 2. 
This energetic guide is Burton Moore, of 
Fredericton, N. B. 

So you see unless possibly you have one 
of these new models you will have to se- 
lect your canoe for a certain kind of wa- 
ter and consider the heavy and light wa- 
terlines. If you want a canoe for summer 
resorts try one about 16 or 17 feet, mod- 
eled along the lines of No. 1. If you are 
very sure of your craftsmanship and want 
the vast supplies of a long woods sojourn, 
decide on No. 2, for you can tuck a whole 
bull moose into it. But for all-round use 
perhaps the No. 3 model is best of all, but 
be sure the bottom if possible is flat and 
the bow low, and if you pass through 
Fredericton ask Burt why this should be so. 
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THE GIRL BEHIND THE GUN 


THE BLOODSTAINED AIGRETTE 


BY JULIAN A. DIMOCK 








Epitor’s Note:—This story gives the shocking facts of the egret plumage hunting as obtained 
at first hand on the shooting grounds. It shows pretty clearly on whose hands rests the blood of the 
starving baby egrets and every sportsman’s wife should use her utmost influence to defeat the bills 
now in the various state legislatures aiming to perpetuate these conditions. 








EAR the top of a mangrove tree 

three baby egrets lay in a nest made 

carelessly of twigs. They were not 
beautiful to look upon. Their scrawny 
bodies had scarcely a sign of feathers. 
Their heads were too big for them and 
their legs were too long and so wobbly 
and weak that the poor little babies could 
only lie still and wait for their parents to 
feed them. But, oh, how hungry they 
were! When their mother came to the 
nest with a fish or a frog, three yawning 
throats awaited her, and she had to de- 
cide to which she would give the morsel. 
It seemed impossible that from such poor 
beginnings anything beautiful could grow. 
But Mother Nature had given them won- 
derful appetites, and in such a few weeks 


the frogs and the fish and the snails would 
be changed to feathers and bone and flesh. 
The weak little babies would get strong 
and be able to walk and to fly and to catch 
fish for themselves. For those few weeks 
the mother and father bird must work 
early and late to bring food for their babies. 

Away up in the air the mother egret 
came flying to her nest. Her legs were 
held close to her body, her long neck was 
folded over itself and lay flat on her back, 
her snowy plumes floated in the air. She 
was as beautiful as a white-robed angel. 
Straight she came to the nest where three 
yellow throats were opened wide and 
three little birds called a welcome. Per- 
haps she was already trying to decide to 


which baby she would give the small 
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WERE!” 


“AND, OH, HOW HUNGRY THEY 
green frog in her beak. Up tipped her 
wings, out went her neck and her feet 
were thrust down to take hold of the edge 


of the nest. Her lovely plumes waved in 


the air. She was just reaching out to 
drop the green frog down the throat 
of——, when bang! went a gun. A ter- 


rible pain in her breast, a dizzy feeling 
and she fell, fell, fell to the ground. 

* * * * * - 

Two canoes slowly pushed their way 
through the mass of lily pads that marked 
the slough leading from the Glades to the 
head of the river. A man stood in the 
stern of each and with a long pole forced 
the heavy craft ahead. The one in the 
forward canoe was not an especially heroic 
figure. Face, neck and hands were tanned 
to the copper color of the Seminole. His 
feet were bare, the brim of his old straw 
hat was ragged and one side hung down 
until it hid the side of his face. Across 
the heap of camping supplies, Indian speci- 
mens and tins of food, sprawled a man 
burned even darker than his companion. 
He was stripped to a sleeveless under 


shirt and a pair of khaki trousers. A 
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small canvas hat that once had been white 
rested upon his head and completed the 
picture of disreputableness. His face was 
redeemed by a pair of gold-rimmed spec- 
tacles. Not handsome, by any standard, 
but alert, receptive and thoughtful. In a 
word, a German student-scientist. To 
supply a vacancy in the collection of rep- 
resentative Aboriginal tribes, this curator 
had invaded the Big Cypress Swamp and 
explored the Everglades of Florida to 
their innermost recesses. He had fol- 
lowed the Seminoles to their camps and 
beguiled from them ccstumes, implements 
and ornaments. He had risked his life 
that the vacant niche in his Museum 
might be filled. 

“Which way now, 
the man with the pole. 

“Through the crookedest creek you ever 
saw. Over logs and under trees until 
you-all’d wish we hadn’t come.” 

The canoe turned toward the north, 
crossed a little circular bay and entered 
a patch of woods. There was no sign of 
creek or passageway from the bay. Trees 
were as thick and hung as low as else- 
where on the green-encompassed shore. 
The men lay on the bottom of the canoe 
and pulled themselves forward by the 
branches overhead. Bump! went the 
canoe on a hidden log. Both men got out 
and, balancing on the log, worked the 
canoe across it. A swarm of mosquitoes 
settled down on them. Not a breath of 
wind could reach them and the perspira 
tion poured from their bodies. Pushing 
pulling, poling and paddling, they ad 
vanced their craft. Lifting it over sunken 
logs and forcing it under low-hanging 
branches, they gained ground by inches 
And all this time they were fighting a 
cloud of vicious, blood-hungry insects. 
The handle of the Professor’s paddle hit 
a limb just over his head and, from a 
hornet’s nest at its further end, poured 
forth a war party of these merciless 
fighters. 

“Overboard, quick!” yelled Frank, and 
both men tumbled into the water and sank 
out of sight, rising again just enough to 
keep nose and mouth above the surface 
while the angry around 
the canoe and crawled over its contents 

The war party dissipated its energy by 


Frank?” he asked 


hornets buzzed 





























air vibrate with muttered threats of ven- 
geance. At last they quieted down and 
returned to the nest. Slowly Frank lifted 
himself from the water, reached for his 
shot-gun in the canoe, fired both barrels 
point blank at the nest and as suddenly 
unk beneath the water. But there was 
no need of the second submersion, for the 
shots had destroyed nest and inhabitants. 

“Donnerwetter! Let’s go back, Frank!’ 
exclaimed the dripping man at the bow of 
the canoe as he climbed aboard. “Isn't 
there some other way to the rcokery?” 

“Nope. The plume hunters keep the 
creek blocked up, so’s to shut out other 
fellers. We're over the worst now, we'll 
soon be in the bay.” 

“Look!” cried the man with the pad- 
dle, as he pointed to a moccasin coiled on 
a log near his blade. “Bei! If I’d seen 
that I'd never have gone overboard!” 

“Oh, yes, you would,” replied his com- 
panion. “Twenty moccasins wouldn't 
have kept you-all out if those hornets had 
got you.” 

“IT don’t believe they could sting 
through these spider webs on my hands 
and face.” 

“You'd better not try ’em, anyway. Bees 
are bad, but hornets is worse—ten times.” 

It was not a trip de luxe exactly for 
our second canoe, although the first one 
did clear away some of the cobwebs and 
remove a hornet’s nest. Swarms of mos- 
quitoes, whose thirst for blood had been 
aroused but not satisfied, met us. Hor- 
nets, moccasins, scorpions are bad medi- 
cine, but they come in spots and have their 
closed seasons, while mosquitoes bite in 
season and out and are only outdone by 
the vicious sandflies. 

Even obstructed creeks of corkscrew 
tendencies have a beginning and an end. 
We finally emerged in a bay about a mile 
in diameter. In the middle were two 
small mangrove keys, over which a multi- 
tude of birds were soaring. The shores 
of the bay were an unbroken line of 
green; neither entrance nor exit was vis- 
ible, for the mangrove trees extended to 
the water’s edge. 

Even as we looked a puff of smoke 
came from the little island, followed a 
second later by the report of a gun. We 


flying hither and thither and making the 
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saw a stricken bird fall to the water and a 
cloud of white, blue and pink ones rise 
suddenly from the trees of the key. 

“Gosh ! the plume hunters ’re here now!” 
exclaimed Frank, excitedly; ‘‘look’s like 
we mought have trouble. You-all better 
get in t’other canoe and lemme go alone 
and talk to ’em.” 

Frank paddled toward .the island. A 
charge of shot spattered the water ahead 
of him. 

“Heigh, Jackson! Don’t you know me? 
I'm Frank Brown. Put up yo’ gun, we're 
not after you!" shouted Frank standing 
up in his canoe with arms outstretched. 

A gruff voice mumbled some:hing that 
didn’t reach us and we heard Frank say 
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“Put up yo’ gun! I’m coming to talk 
to you. You know me.” 

A skiff, swiftly coming from behind the 
island, just showed as it rounded a point. 

“They’re two to one, now,” remarked 
the Professor. “I wish I were in that 
canoe.” 

“You're a good sight better off right 
here, and so is Frank,” commented tlhe 
man at the stern of my canoe. . “Frank 
knows those fellers and can talk to ’em, 
but they would load you up with shot first 
and talk afterward.” 

Frank paddled up to the island and 
thrust the square bow of his long canoe 
into the low-hanging trees. We didn’t 
see him again for thirty minutes, but sat 
banging at the mosquitoes that still hung 
around us. 

“Are the mosquitoes always here like 
this?” asked the Curator, turning to the 
canoe-man. 

“’Cept in winter time, and then there’s 
nothin’ to come here for.” 

“Then I’m blessed if I don’t think the 
plume hunters earn their pay.” 

At last Frank appeared paddling his 
craft over our way. 

“Fellers, it’s all right. They say we 
can come and camp with ’em one night, 
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A CLOUD OF WHITE, BLUE AND PINK ONES RISE SUDDENLY FROM THE TREES OF THE 
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but I'll be a sight easier in my mind when 
we're clear of ’em. I didn’t expect to find 
‘em here or I wouldn’t ’a’ come. That’s 
the livin’ truth. That feller Jackson is 
wanted by the sheriff somethin’ fierce, and 
he’s a bad ’un all right. However, we’re 
four and they ain’t likely to do nothin’ 
foolish.” 

We po'ed and paddled our canoes to a 
tiny key surmounted by a couple of pal- 
mettoes, which had been hidden by the 
bird islands. The hunters were there be- 
fore us and received us in sullen silence 
and with looks that would have hurt if 
our skins had not been so well tanned by 
the Florida sun. 

A little shack, just large enough to pro- 
tect the two mosquito bars, was built be- 
tween the trees. Under this hung the 
bars—bars with a dozen holes apiece to 
allow the entrance of the tormenting in- 
sects. By the side of the camp fire was 
a frying pan, a coffee pot and an axe. An 
empty lard pail, evidently used for cook- 
ing, hung on a nearby tree. And this was 
all the outfit that I saw. 

We took as few things as possible out 
of the canoe and even forebore to exhibit 
our rubber mattresses. 


“We'll use your fire, if you-all don’t 














‘ 








“WHAT DOES THEY KEER FER US FELLERS LIVING IN THIS HELL DOWN HERE?” 


mind, Jackson, and then invite you to 
grub,” said Frank. 

“’Tain’t no use rustlin’ any more wood 
that I knows of. Go ahead and use it. 
If you fellers has got airy milk and sugar 
‘n’ will pass out some coffee with ’em 
I'll be mightly glad yer come. Hog and 
hominy’s all right fer a spell, but it gets 
sickenin’. Got er plug o’ terbaccy ?” 

Not only did Frank get out the canned 
cow and sugar, but he made biscuits in the 
Dutch oven and the eyes of the hunters 
fairly glistened at visions of the feast. 
“Come ahead, grub’s ready,” said he; 
bring your cups, we haven’t enough to 
go ’round.” 

Never before in any warm country have 
| seen such appetites. I once went with- 
out eating for five days myself, but then 
I gained only five pounds after the first 
meal. Those hunters must have added 
at least fifteen pounds avoirdupois be- 
tween them. 

“I’ve got ter go over ter th’ island, 
now,” said Jackson, after eating until 
there was nothing more to eat. “I'd ask 
you fellers ter grub with us ef we had 
anythin’ fer yer.” 


“I wish you'd give us a chance to eat 
what you do,” replied the Curator. 

“All right, if yer say so, we will.” 

As his boat approached the island a 
cloud of birds filled the air. Two shots 
were fired and two birds fell to the water. 
At intervals through the afternoon the 
sound of shots floated over to us, and after 
each one there was a sudden burst of fly 
ing birds from the tree tops. 

That evening we sat in the lee of the 
camp fire, for the mosquitoes were legion 
and the smoke less of an evil. 

The Professor repeated his question of 
‘he morning, this time to Jackson. 

“Are the mosquitoes always as bad as 
this?” 

“Nope, not al’ers, but som’times they is 
a heap worse’n this ‘ere. Redbugs worries 
us sometimes, too, and b'tween ’em things 
is tough.” 

“T don’t like the killing of birds, but I 
cure think you earn the money if you live 
through this sort of thing,” replied the 
Professor. 

“Yep, we do, every cent.” 

“Can’t you get an easier job?” 

“They ain't no other way fer me ter 
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make er livin’ an’ I do it thisaway. I 
ain’t erlowed ter do it out’r this beastly 
place, so I does it here. No, sir, I want 
ter live jes’s much as you do!” 

“If you can’t leave the place, how can 
you carry on the trade?” asked the Cur- 
ator. There was genuine sympathy in 
his tone, and softened by this and the 
spell of the camp fire, the man went on: 

“Why, I’m staked fer this work. A 
man comes down here and puts this gun 
inter my hand, gives me hog ’n’ hominy, 
a little coffee ’n’ a lot er shells. Then he 
pays me fer the plumes I brings him. 
‘Tin’t healthy fer me ter go none out- 
side, so he arranges things, so’s I don’t 
have ter.” 

“Rotten business—who’s at the bottom 
of it anyhow?” 

“Yer wimmen folk. What does they 
keer fer us fellers livin’ in this hell down 
here, er fer the little birds thet starve ter 
death because I’ve shot their pappys and 
mammys? I swear I’d like nothin’ bet- 
ter’n to show them wimmen how us fel- 
lers got them plumes. But Lor’ ’tin’t no 
manner er use, they gotter look purty, 
and they’s goin’ ter do it. Let th’ young- 
‘uns starve ter death.” 

The blood was trickling down the Pro- 
fessor’s face from innumerable insect 
bites. He was scarcely able to swallow 
the “sow belly” and the grits without 
syrup or milk fairly stuck to his throat. 
His flesh was beginning to burn with the 
smouldering fires of hundreds of red- 
bugs. 

“I’m dead set against the whole busi- 
ness, Jackson, but when I get back home 
I’m going to tell some people where I 
think the trouble lies—and it’s not with 
you hunters, either!” 

“Seein’ you feel thataway, I'll tell you 
of my try at the game,” said Frank. 

“Fire away,” said the Curator. 

“Me and a feller named Jim wanted 
some money, so we hunted for a rookery 
to shoot up. Jim found a little one and 
we camped. To keep a rookery you’ve 
got to stay by it, and to keep from scarin’ 





away the birds, you’ve got to wait ’til the 
young birds are hatched before shootin’. 
If you shoot before the eggs are laid 
every mother son of ’em will be sure to 
fly away.” 

“Won't they fly anyway, as soon as you 
shoot?” queried the Professor. 

“Nope. The old birds almost never 
leave little ones to starve.” 

“What luck did you have?” 

“Jim and I waited ’til the birds were 
out of the shell. First day Jim hid in 
the bushes and shot a few birds. Next 
day I did, but there was some hungry 
younguns cryin’ for food. Third day Jim 
shot and I tended camp. Next day I took 
turn about. I staid there some, but the 
cries of them hungry babies was sickenin’. 
A pore little youngun fell at my feet. The 
little feller was plum starved to death. | 
couldn’t stand fer it. I went back and 
said to Jim: ‘Jim, I can’t stand this no 
longer. Them little birds worry me too 
much. Let’s go home.’ ‘AII right,’ says 
Jim, ‘only I did want ter buy thet pair o’ 
steers.’ We went back and I’ve never 
been plumin’ since and ain’t agoin’.” 

“Thet’s all so,” said Jackson, “but I 
sorter got hardened ag’in it all. ’Sides I 
knows ef I don’t kill ’em somebody else 
will, ’N’ I need th’ money a lot mor’n 
they does. I gotter live.” 

That night the mosquitoes held a con- 
cert around my bar. I could hardly sleep 
because of the noise and—because I re- 
membered two hunters with bars filled 
with holes. 

When we left the camp in the morning 
all the sullen, suspicious look had come 
back to the faces of the hunters. They 
were glad to have us go, but I wondered 
if they didn’t think it might be safer to 
“plant” us right there. I felt sure they 
regretied the thawing out of the night 
before under the influence of the camp 
fire. 

“What a life! Can anything be worse ?”’ 
said the Curator, thinking out loud. 

“Have you-all ever heard tell o’ the 
chain gang?” asked Frank. 
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BLACKFISH AND THE SALT SEA 


YOU WHO CANNOT AFFORD A LONG RAILWAY JOURNEY TO TROUT WATERS OR WANT A WEEK 
END FISHING TRIP TRY A LIGHT ROD AND BASS LINE FOR THE HARD- 
FIGHTING BLACKFISH OF OUR COASTS 


BY L. DE B. 


MONG the gamest of 
salt water fish and the 
one that affords great 
sport to the angler is 
the blackfish of East- 
ern waters. 

There are those 
who claim that salt 
water fishing lacks 
one of the essentials 
of true sport, there 

being no casting or other fine rod work to 

be done. They maintain, and not unjust- 
ly, that as much skill is needed to lure 
some of the fresh water varieties to the 
bait as to land them after a strike, and 
that one misses the keen battle of wit 
against instinct and natural wariness. All 
of which, while true, does not alter the 
fact that surroundings play an all-impor- 
tant part in the full enjoyment of a day’s 
outing with rod and reel, a thing even the 
most enthusiastic angler would soon come 


HANDLEY 


to realize were it possible to catch the 
highly prized varieties from the unpictur- 
esque docks along the water fronts of our 
cities. 

There is inborn within all of us a 
keen love of the beautiful in nature, and 
in the appeal made to it by the country 
into which we are taken lies much of the 
fascination of angling. We are stirred 
by the swish of the wind through the 
swaying trees, the murmur of the brook, 
the silence of the deep pool among the 
rocks, the placid lake, the fragrance and 
mystery of the wild woods. 

And is not the sea every bit as fascina- 
ting? Indeed, once experienced, one 
never again escapes the subtle spell it 
weaves about one with its salt-laden 
breezes, its wonderful skies, the great 
body of water sparkling in the sunshine, 
the silvery beaches, rocky ledges and lux- 
uriant green shores. 

The blackfish inhabits localities that 
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GETTING HIM 


INTO THE BOAT 

show the sea at its best and he is so game 
and crafty a fighter as to leave nothing to 
wish for on this score. It is not for 
nothing that he has won for himself the 
name of “bulldog of the sea.’ His large, 
powerful jaw is of iron and he will dis- 
pute every inch of line, resorting to all 
manner of clever tricks in order to free 
himself. He is never caught until you 
have him safely in the boat and the skir- 
mish between you will likely end in his 
getting away with the best part of your 
tackle unless your hand is skilled and your 
attention unwavering. 

The blackfish is to be found along the 
shores of New York, Connecticut, Rhode 
Island and Massachusetts. Old_fisher- 
men claim that his appearance north of 
Rhode Island is comparatively of recent 
date. In days gone by, when the Indians 
roamed the territory at will, he had place 
among their choicest table delicacies and 
we are told that the Mohegans, who 
called him “tautog,” “held him in high 
esteem as a spring and fall food.” 

The name of blackfish, evidently due to 
the fish’s color, is not a particularly for- 
tunate one. Though the back is of a dark 


Field and Stream 





gray and mottled, the sides are decidedly 
lighter and the under part almost white. 

The blackfish inhabits the vicinity of 
rocky ledges, reefs and rough bottoms 
and shows a decided preference for places 
where the tide runs swiftly. Here he will 
lie in ambush behind some sheltering 
rock and await the passage of shrimp and 
small crabs carried down by the tide. 
When he spies his prey he darts out with 
lightning rapidity, pounces upon it and 
darts back to cover. This predilection for 
tidal flues has won him the name of “tide 
runner” in certain localities. He is also 
found inside the sandy bays along the 
southern shore of Leng Island and on the 
ocean banks off Sandy Hook. In fact, 
the largest specimens are to be caught in 
these localities, and this, added to a slight 
but noticeable difference of color between 
the rock and the sand catches, has led to 
the belief that there are two distinct 
varieties of blackfish, which is not the 
case. Only one exists. 

Wondrous tales are tod in the eastern 
fish markets regarding the size of some 
of the blackfish brought in from the 
banks and there are those who will swear 
to having seen fifty pounders weighed. 
Like the majority of extraordinary fish 
stories they cannot be credited. No speci- 
men tipping the scale even at twenty 
pounds is authentically on record and ten 
pounders are considered a wonderful rar 
ity. Men who fish constantly claim that 
the season’s average shows a preponder- 
ance of two and three pounders with a 
few five, six or even seven pounders to 
boast of. The number to be had depends 
a good deal on the locality, of course, but 
a string of thirty to forty is by no means 
exceptional in the best waters. 

New Yorkers are quite partial to black- 
fishing and regular excursion boats are 
frequently run to the banks with large 
parties on board. They generally return 
laden with spoils. Launches and_ sail- 
boats are also used, and along the coast 
many fishermen. On 
Saturdays and Sundays, from April until 
November there can be seen issuing 
from every harbor hundreds of little craft 
bound for the haunts of the blackfish 
Here they anchor and remain all day 
seldom failing to land a good catch. 


skiffs carry out 
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Small launches make the best means of 
conveyance, because they enable one to 
reach the likeliest ledges (those near shore 
are pretty well fished out) and because 
their shallow draft permits of their run- 
ning safely into the rocky places inhabited 
by the fish. Sailboats are rather danger- 
ous in this respect and it is no rare oc- 
currence to see one hung up high and dry 
by the falling tide. Rowboats are very 
convenient for near-shore fishing, but 
rather risky. Squalls are likely to come 
up at any moment and make matters more 
than interesting for the fishers. 

The blackfish is said never to desert his 
home waters and it is a fact that he never 
visits the rivers like do the salmon and 
the sturgeon to lay his spawn. At the 
advent of the cold weather he becomes 
torpid and goes into hibernation, not 
emerging again into life until spring. 
April marks the return of his appetite 
and fishermen time the period of his re- 
appearance with the flowering of the dog- 
wood. From then until November he can 
be caught, though there is a time in mid- 
summer, during the excessive heat, when 
he will only be tempted by the daintiest 
of delicacies. By September he is feed- 
ing voraciously again, however, so the 
slack period only lasts a few weeks. 

The bait commonly used for blackfish 
is the soft-shell clam and the fiddler crab. 
Knowing anglers swear variously by 
shrimp, hermit crab, sandworm, hard 
clam and the tail-end of a chicken lobster 
as irresistible morsels when the fish are 
not biting well, but, as a rule, there is no 
necessity for special bait. 

The securing of a soft-shell clam on 
the hook is a task that requires consum- 
mate skill. Wherever lives the blackfish 
is to be found also in great abundance 
that small fish called the bergalt or cun- 
ner, and the bergalt has a particular fond- 
ness for clams and fiendish cleverness in 
separating them from a hook. While he 
is about it you feel a few gentle, unassum- 
ing nibbles and then motion ceases. You 
pay no attention, of course, but after 
waiting vainly for a bite you decide to 
inspect the bait and find to your surprise 
that it is gone. The hook is picked as 
clean as a whistle. A motionless line, 
free from nibbles has come to indicate a 


baitless hook to the seeker of blackfish. 
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The most effective way of checking the 
predatory instincts of the bergalt is to 
bait with the entire clam, shell and all. 
This is done by inserting the hook into 
the protruding neck of the clam, twisting 
it around until it is firmly imbedded into 
the hard muscle of the bivalve and then 
cracking the shell lightly. Prepared this 
way the clam is easily taken into the big 
mouth of the blackfish, but presents an 
armored surface to the bergalt which he 
attempts vainly to break through. 

The vast majority of blackfish anglers 
being fishermen rather than sportsmen 
and counting the day’s enjoyment only 
from the standpoint of the catch, scruple 
not to minimize as much as possible the 
fish’s chances of escape. They use heavy 
hand lines provided with two or three 
good hooks and when a fish strikes it be- 
comes merely a matter of hauling it in, 
hand over hand. 

There are others, though, who have 
the right sporting blood and believe in 
equalizing matters so that skill will have 
to be brought into play. They use light, 
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LANDING A BIG ONE 


rather stiff poles, preferably of split bam- 
boo, and bass lines. 

The blackfish being a bottom fish, it is 
necessary to anchor the line. This is done 
by securing a small sinker to the end. 
Above it are spliced two leaders a foot or 
so apart, each bearing a hook, the size of 
which depends on the individual’s idea 
of what is proper. These ideas evidently 
vary greatly for a wide range is seen. To 
the writer a 2-0 has seemed to best fill 
requirements. The double leader has 
been universally adopted owing to the 
changeable moods of the blackfish. They 
will often refuse absolutely to even look 
at fiddlers and pounce greedily on clams, 
only to reverse a few hours later. It has 
therefore been found wisdom to offer 
them both baits at once. 

Landing a blackfish with rod and reel 
is an interesting and exciting pastime. 
His dash for the bait is so sudden and his 
retreat so swift that one is often taken 
unawares. There are no warning nibbles, 
no quiet swimming off with the line. It 
is a case of grab and run for cover. 
Therefore must one be ever alert and stop 
him as soon as he bites. Luckily there is 
no fear of his spitting out the bait; he 
seizes boldly and generally hooks himself 


fast. The danger lies in another direc- 





tion—in his great strength and wonderful 
cunning. He has you both ways. If you 
stop him too suddenly he will throw all 
his weight on the line and snap it off be 
fore you know it; if you try to play him 
loosely he will dart behind some rock, 
snarl the line, and it will either snap or 
saw off when you try to free it. One 
must know one’s business thoroughly to 
be successful and also be constantly on 
the qui vive. And even then accidents 
will occur. The wise fisherman always 
has extra tackle with him. 

It is generally conceded that blackfish 
bite best on the rising tide and one can- 
not deny that exceptions prove the rule, 
but in more than one instance the writer 
has hauled in good strings on the ebb 
tide, and the largest catch he ever wit- 
nessed—in number, not in size—was made 
during the first three hours of a falling 
tide. 

Weather conditions are said to influ- 
ence the biting of blackfish. A_ well- 
known writer on game fish gives it as his 
opinion that ideal conditions are clouded 
skies and sufficient breeze to just ruffle the 
water without stirring it. The writer’s 
experience and that of several of his 
angler friends has been that weather 
makes very little difference. 
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A common belief, in no way substan- 
tiated, is that blackfish have a keen sense 
of hearing. Novices are always cau- 
tioned to make as little noise as possible. 
It is also said that thunder so frightens 
the blackfish that they will cease biting at 
the first peal; and to this is added the 
legend that after sharp crashes of light- 
ning a number are to be _ found 
floating around on the surface dying or 
dead. 

Not the least good point of the black- 
fish is his toothsomeness. Fresh caught 
and cooked on the embers he offers a mor- 
sel fit for the gods. The flesh is firm, sav- 
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ory and possessed of a delicious flavor. 
But, to the writer, the greatest charm in 
blackfishing lies in the beautiful nooks 
and enchanting little islands about his 
haunts where one can go ashore either 
for a few hours or, if the spirit moves, 
for several days of camping. 

Nothing is more delightful than to idle 
away the time in such pleasant surround- 
ings, fishing, bathing and boating. And 
the catch will not be wasted, for the 
blackfish is strong and hardy and will 
suffer no ill effects from being confined 
alive to a tank or small pool for a few 
days. 





FUR SEAL CONFERENCE 


HE international fur seal conference 

has reached an agreement which will 

effectively put an end to pelagic seal- 
ing. Only the drafting of the formal 
treaty remains to be accomplished, and, 
with an agreement on the points at issue, 
it is not expected that this will require 
much time. The United States and Rus- 
sia, who have the only important seal 
rookeries, have been remarkably generous 
in their treatment of Canada and Japan, 
and Canada through the British Ambas- 
sador, has made certain concessions from 
the advantage the Dominion obtained in 
the earlier negotiations which were neces- 
sary to the successful outcome of the con- 
ference. The conference will end with all 
the parties thereto well satisfied with the 
results and the enormous good which will 
result from the abolition of pelagic seal- 
ing, which makes possible the practical 
conservation of the fur seals. 

Under the terms of the agreement, 
which is to last for fifteen years, the 
United States, Russia and Japan will each 
contribute in skins 30 per cent. of their 
catch to a general fund, although the Jap- 
anese herd is so small as to make the con- 
tribution of that country a_ negligible 
quantity. This general fund will then be 
equally divided between Canada and Japan 


REACHES AGREEMENT 


to indemnify them for the loss entailed by 
their abstention from pelagic sealing. 
Furthermore, the United States agrees to 
advance to Canada a cash bonus of $200,- 
000, to be used for the reimbursement of 
the owners of the vessels engaged in pe- 
lagic sealing, but the equivalent in skins 
of the sum so advanced will be deducted 
from the percentage of catch which the 
United States is to turn over to Canada in 
annual installments until the entire amount 
shall have been repaid to the United 
States. 

To guard against poaching and illicit 
pelagic sealing the parties to the agree- 
ment pledge themselves to admit to their 
countries no sealskins which do not bear 
some mark which shall identify them as 
having been taken under the governmental 
supervision of one or other of the con- 
tracting powers, and to treat as contra- 
band such unidentified skins as they may 
find within their borders. It is further 
agreed that steps shall be taken immedi- 
ately to prevail on other countries, like 
China, Mexico, Chili and Norway, to in- 
stitute and enforce such regulations as 
will make it impossible for pelagic sealing 
to be conducted under their flags or the 
products thereof marketed in their terri- 
tories. 
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PART II. 
ELEPHANT SHOOTING 


E were following the elephant 

trails through the thick tangle, the 

guide leading and I following the 
best I could with the heavy elephant gun 
on my shoulder. The guide could make 
good headway with no clothes to catch, 
and being able to get under or through 
the tangle, but I was slower and would 
occasionally lose sight of him. I was 
going along the best I could on a trail 
and peering ahead to keep track of him 
when I realized something had happened. 
I knew not what—all was dark and I 
realized I was falling. My impression, 
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erican Museum of Natural History. 

as I remember it, was that I had fallen 
down a volcano fissure, and I wondered 
how deep I was going and if I would ever 
be found. It seemed a long time before 
I stopped; sticks, grass and leaves were 
falling all about me and I seemed to be in 
As I brought myself to my 
senses I realized I was not hurt, or at 
least did not feel anything. It was still 
dark and, looking up, I saw a small hole 
I had fallen into a game pit and that was 
where I broke through, but it was all done 
so quickly I hardly realized what had 
happened to me. Through the hole I saw 
the face of my gun bearer who had been 
close behind. I tried to move but I found 
I was wedged tightly to the wall of the 
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pit. I put my hand behind me and found 
that I had just missed a sharpened stake 
which reached half way up my back. At 
this I tried to step to one side but found 
my legs were also somewhat wedged in, 
and, looking down, I found I was strad- 
dling a shorted pointed stake which 
reached only within four inches of my 
crotch. It was good fortune only that had 
saved me from being impaled on either 
one of these stakes when falling the ten 
or twelve feet that I had. Had I struck 
one of them blood-poisoning would have 
undoubtedly caused my death from such 
an ugly wound. Even now I shudder as 
I recall the incident and congratulate my- 
self on the narrow escape. 

Later I made a trip to the Kesi coun- 
try—a section of territory lying east of 
Lake Victoria Nyanza and near the bor- 
der of German East Africa. It was a six- 
day march over very rough country from 
the railroad. I had with me as a hunting 
companion Mr. G. H. Barker, a wealthy 
ranch owner of B. E. A. He had hunted 
elephant and so had I, but just before I 
sailed for home we planned this trip to 
fill in the time. After six days of rough 
marching we reached Kesii Boma, where, 
as usual, we were royally received by the 
three officers in charge. We inquired of 
the elephants about the country, and with 
information. as to their whereabouts we 
started out with guides for a place two 
days off. 

We had gone only two hours from the 
Boma when we met a native who told us 
the elephants had moved to the East, so, 
taking him as a guide, we changed our 
course and followed him. On the second 
day we began to get into hilly, grassy 
couniry with patches of thorn trees here 
and there. At every village we inquired 
of the natives if the elephants were mov- 
ing about in their section of the country, 
but no satisfactory information could be 
obtained. Just after noon as we rose to 
the top of a hill and stopped to survey the 
country, a guide pointed to some trees 
nearly a mile away and said “Tembo 
huko” (elephants there). I could see 
nothing, but, using my glasses, I could 
make out the flapping of their ears as 
they moved slowly about in the tall grass 
amongst the cluster of thorn trees on 
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which they are feeding. It was indeed 
marvelous to me how he could have dis- 
tinguished them with his naked eye, for 
it was with difficulty with my powerful 
binocular glasses that I finally made them 
out. The porters were told to remain 
where they were while Barker and I, with 
the gun-boys and guides, made our way 
towards them. At about 500 yards we 
ascended to a small hill to get their loca- 
tion again and found they were lying up 
under the trees for the noon-day rest. 
The tall elephant grass was very difficult 
to maneuver in, and although Barker and 
I were on our mules, it was considerably 
over our heads. When about two hun- 
dred yards from them we again went to 
a small hill and got their exact position, 
looking carefully all about to see that 
there were no others in the grass that we 
might encounter in our stalk. Leaving 
our mules behind with the extra boys, we 
took our big guns and prepared for ac- 
tion, a circuit was made down-wind so 
that we could come directly up-wind and 
make sure none was lingering behind that 
we might give our wind to and cause 
trouble thereby. 

We had seen some six or eight, and, 
making the circuit through the tall grass 
where we could not see five feet either 
side of us was, to say the least, uncanny. 
It was a relief when we at last struck 
their trails, made in the grass where we 
conld see up and down for a few feet. 
While on these one could stalk with less 
noise, and the trying moment then came. 
Step by step with the greatest precaution 
we approached, stopping to listen for 
some tell-tale sound of their exact loca- 
tion and to make sure no stragglers were 
dangerously near. It took perhaps a half 
hour to get to this position and we had 
not seen them in all this time, although 
we knew we were within a few yards of 
them. On two occasions, while we were 
making our way along their trails, we 
heard their peculiar rumbling noise. We 
were about a hundred yards off when we 
heard the first rumble, which was very 
loud and startled us, sounding like the dis- 
tant mutter of thunder and seeming to 
continue for some _ seconds, growing 
fainter as it ended. At the sound we im- 
mediately halted and our first whisper was 
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“They’re off !” thinking that they had heard 
us and that the rumble was their im- 
mense feet hitting the ground as: they ran 
away. Thinking they had gone, we re- 
laxed from the rather high tension under 
which we were traveling and _ started 
ahead, rather carelessly, towards the di- 
rection the sound had come from. A few 
yards had been covered and again we 
heard the thunderous rumble, but this 
time we were much nearer and it was 
much louder. It was then that we real- 
ized what it was and again were on our 
guard and at a high tension. 

It was the sound made by their stom- 
achs and hunters say that this usually 
happens when the beasts are content. It 
is therefore a welcome sound as it tells 
that the elephants are unsuspicious of any 
danger. Some twenty yards ahead I saw 
a substantial tree and stalked cautiously 
to it in order to make observation and 
locate their exact position. When I 





climbed the branches I saw, about 75 yards 
ahead, eight or ten elephants peacefully 
feeding. Our stalk had been a successful 
one and we had got to this position without 
even arousing their suspicion. 

I motioned to Barker and the gun-boys 
to come up the tree, and pointed out to 
them the location of the elephants. Up 
they came with all our guns. I at once 
began to look carefully over the herd and 
scrutinized the surrounding thicket with 
my glasses to locate the best tusker. After 
some time my attention was concentrated 
on three bulls in the herd pretty well 
bunched together. It was some little time 
more before I had selected out the largest, 
and, as he threw his trunk high in the air, 
reaching for some leaves and exposing his 
massive ivory, I at once marked him mine. 
It was with great excitement and anxiety 
that I waited for him to gradually work 
around to a side view and bring his head 
clear of the foliage and the other ele- 
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phants. The minute he did this I fired for 
his brain, (between the eye and the ear). 
I saw the dust fly from his heavy skin, 
but as he wheeled and ran with the rest, I 
knew his brain was not touched, although 
the bullet had struck about where I aimed. 
As he ran, the rest of the elephants massed 
around him and this fact, as well as his 
superior size, told me I had selected the 
largest. I was out on the end of a branch 
about six inches in diameter and it was 
with difficulty that I could hold my gun to 
shoot and hold myself on the branch as 
well. I saw as they ran that they would 
pess a place where there was a small open- 
ing through the thicket, and at this point 
I could get a shot as they passed. To try 
to shoot through the thicket would be 
foolish, as I would only waste ammunition, 
so I decided on one careful shot for this 
point. I gathered my nerves in the few 
seconds I had to do it in and got ready 
with my gun. I watched them nearing this 
little window-like clearing and as they did 
so the big fellow’s head towered well above 
the rest, and, sighting just in the back of 
the ear, I fired my one deciding shot just 
before he was to go into obscurity behind 
the thicket. With the report of the gun he 
crumpled and fell. I could make out the 
others turning and trying to lift him up 
and help him along, but, finding they could 
do nothing, they left him. 

We quickly descended from the tree and 
made our way to where he was. It seems 
my first shot had hit one of his massive 
teeth and shattered it, while the second 
had entered just in back of the ear, 
passed just above the brain and had only 
stunned him. When we got to him he was 
coming too and trying hard to get to his 
feet, but a couple of bullets in the neck 
laid him low. My excitement was beyond 
words, and being so elated over such a 
magnificent trophy, I jumped up on his 
head and then up to the highest part of 
his abdomen as he lay on his side. I turned 
to look in the direction that the rest had 
fled, as I could just see over the top of the 
tall grasses. To my great amazement I 
saw on the opposite hillside at perhaps 500 
yards what appeared to be clouds of 
smoke, but a second look revealed an im- 
mense herd of elephants stampeding with 
this immense cloud of dust following them 


African Big Game Experiences 


369 


as they trampled down the tall grzss and 
picked up the dry earth. Nearly all had 
tusks and as the sun caught and accen- 
tuated these white shafts of ivory they 
looked immense. 

We told a boy to go at once to find out 
their direction and if they would stop so 
that we might take up their trail as soon 
as we had secured the ivory and parts of 
the skin from this one. He came running 
back and said they had circled and were 
coming back in our direction. He told us 
to follow him and he would take us up to 
a place where by climbing a tree he 
thought we could get a good shot as they 
passed near. Down we went and followed 
him through a very dense thicket well 
trampled, which told us that this herd had 
been standing there while we were watch- 
ing only one end of it, which we had 
taken to be the entire company. Our ad- 
vance was checked by the increasing 
cracking of branches, as we could hear this 
herd coming towards us not a 150 yards 
off. They were then on a fast walk, so we 
expected to find ourselves surrounded by 
the herd before many minutes. I at once 
got up a nearby tree. I could see only the 
end of them passing about I0o yards to 
one side of us. Getting down, I told the 
rest to follow close, and made off as fast 
as I could through the tangle, keeping par- 
allel with the direction they had taken. 
After about 200 yards I climbed another 
tree, but found they had traveled too fast 
for us and had gone down into some very 
thick growth about 500 yards off. We de- 
cided not to attempt to penetrate this 
thicket in pursuit of this angry bunch, 
which would only be folly. After some 
time of watching them, hoping they might 
move out of it, we decided to leave them 
peacefully until the next day. When start- 
ing for our camp we heard several shots 
about in the direction of the elephants’ re- 
treat, and going quickly to a little rise, we 
made out three hunters, who strange to 
say had come upon this herd from the 
other direction and were firing into them. 
We could make out the herd breaking and 
heading our way, so, in order that we 
would not be caught in the tall grass by 
this mass of stampeding elephants, we de- 
cided to take to trees, not only for safety, 
but in case they did come close to us we 
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would have a better chance of selecting the 
big tuskers. Barker and the boys got up 
the first big tree, while I, taking my two 
guns and telling my gut-bearer to stay be- 
hind, made for a big tree I knew of about 
200 yards in the direction of the elephants 
and standing by a little opening which I 
thought the elephants would pass through. 
I had to wind my way through the net- 
work of trails made by them until I finally 
reached (after falling down several times 
in my haste) the tree, which was the only 
good sized one beside the one occupied by 
Barker and the boys. 

When I was trying in vain to ascend the 
tall, smooth trunk, I could hear the ele- 
phants crashing their way toward me only 
150 yards off. I was all alone and would 
be caught on the ground. I had not time 
to return to Barker’s tree, so there I was! 
My only hope was to use my elephant gun 
asastep. This I did by standing it against 
the tree, stepping on the trigger-guard and 
then on the top of the barrel. It was then 
a short but energetic climb up the round 
trunk to the lowest branch, which, with my 
little gun dangling on my shoulder, was 
about all I could do. As I finally got hold 
of the lowest branch I felt much relieved 
and paused a second to get my wind, and, 
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branches, losing no time in 
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high as I could. 
leave at the base of the tree, but I was 
glad indeed to be up even with only a 
small one. The elephants had stopped and 


massed about 150 yards from me. They 
were angry, their trunks were in the air 
“feeling for wind,” and they were screech- 
ing loudly as they shifted uneasily about. 
At this time I attempted to roughly count 
them, but owing to their continual shift- 
ing and the bushes which obscured many 
I was forced to give it up. By careful and 
considerate estimating I figured two hun- 
dred to be in the herd. I commanded a 
rather good view of the bunch as they 
stood in this opening. Looking carefully 
for good tuskers, I got a glimpse of a pair 
of tusks only once which seemed very good 
and then kept track of his head. It was 
getting late in the afternoon and the light 
had already begun to fail. I fired from 
where I was sitting, but the only result 
was to stampede the herd. Barker 
then fired a shot at the leader from 
his tree and the result was to 
make her wheel and come _ straight 
for my tree. A high wind was blowing 
from me toward them, and as they wheeled 

















and straightened out their trunks in the 
air I was sure they had gotten my wind 
and were coming to get me out. Delib- 
erately and straight ahead they came at a 
fast shuffle, but I saw the leader was going 
to pass my tree at some 20 yards. The 
rest of the elephants followed her like 
trained soldiers in a solid column, their 
trunks waving like immense serpents and 
their screeches sounding like steam whis- 
tles. My gun was to my shoulder at the 
first sign of hostility, but I dared not make 
a move lest they should see me and rush 
at the tree. Twice while the column filed 
past, two of them (which I took to be 
females) left the ranks and came directly 
toward me with their trunks deliberate!y 
pointed at me. That they saw me I had no 
doubt, but, not getting my scent, they did 
not associate me with the danger and went 
hurriedly back to the ranks. I saw many 
good-sized tuskers as the herd filed past at 
this close range, but unless I saw an ex- 
ceptionally large one I was not going to 
endanger myself by shooting into them 
again, as their actions showed they were 
very angry. It was with some relief that 
I saw the front of the column pass by, as 
I knew that they had not located me. But, 
when I turned on my uncomfortable perch 
it was only to see the leaders on_ their 
way back, they having deliberately turned 
with the rest following and were coming 
straight at my tree! I almost gave up. 
To me this was a certain sign that they 
had found me and were determined to fight 
their enemy. There were some four or 
five abreast with their trunks close to the 
ground, while those just in back pointed 
their trunks right at me. 

Three times I brought my gun to my 
shoulder to fire at the leaders, but I held 
fire until some of them actually would 
touch the tree with their trunks, then I 
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would know for certain that I was located 
and then I would have to shoot and shoot 
fast for my life. I knew their eyesight 
was very bad and knew if I kept still they 
would probably not see me, but if I fired 
before it was necessary they would see my 
movements and locate the sound and would 
certainly rush the tree at once. How I 
wished for my heavy elephant gun that 
was at the base of the tree! If they came 
close enough they would scent it and 
smash it to pieces, and if they did that they 
would get my scent on the tree and have 
the tree down. I was in a tree not too 
large for them to pull down. I was not 
too high for them to reach me with their 
trunks nor was I on a branch which by 
taking hold of it would have been any 
trouble for them to pull off. All this I 
realized and my heart was pounding like 
a steam hammer, but I must in all events 
keep my nerve. They were on three sides 
of me with the front of the column closing 
deliberately in on me at only thirty feet. 
I then had my gun leveled at the head of 
the leaders, but fortunately I he!d my fire, 
for, when at only 25 feet (as I paced it 
afterward) they suddenly halted as if they 
had got scent of something they were 
afraid of and at this they backed a little, 
wheeled and turned and fled with the rest 
of the bunch following suit. 

It was with a great sigh of relief that | 
watched them disappear until they were 
out of sight. I could not and cannot now 
explain what caused them to turn when 
coming so deliberately close to where I 
was. A few days after I came across a 
tree which had been pulled over by a herd 
of six or eight while feeding on it, and 
had I seen this tree before they had me 
in my perilous position there is no doubt 
that my nerves would have suffered 
considerably. 
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A thrilling series of adventures with jaguars, wild boars, alligators and tropical 
snakes, encountered while exploring on unmapped river flowing down 
through the wildest jungles of Mexico. 


CHAPTER VI 


MORE GAME THAN AFRICA 


PON awakening in the early morn- 
Uix I found my state one of huge 

enjoyment. I was still lazily tired, 
but the dead drag and ache had gone 
from my bones. A cool breeze wafted 
the mist from the river, breaking it up 
into clouds, between which streamed 
rosy shafts of sunlight. Wood-smoke 
from the fire Pepe was starting blew fra- 
grantly over me. And a hundred thou- 
sand birds seemed to be trying to burst 
their throats. The air was full of music. 
I lay still listening to this melodious 
herald of the day till it ceased. 

Then a flock of parrots approached 
and circled over the island, screeching 
like a band of flying imps. Presently they 
alighted in the cypresses, bending the 
branches to a breaking point, and giving 
the trees a variegated spotted appearance 
of green and red. Pepe waved his hand 
toward another flock sweeping upon us. 
“Parroqueets,” he said. 

These birds were a solid green, much 


smaller than the red-heads, with longer 
tails, They appeared wilder than the red- 
heads, and flew higher, circling the same 
way, and screeching, but they did not 
alight. Other flocks sailed toward us 
presently from all directions. The last one 
was a veritable cloud of parrots, a shining 
green and yellow mass several acres in 
extent. They flew still higher than the 
parroqueets. 

“Yellow-heads!” shouted George, in my 
ear. “They’re the big fellows, the talk- 
ers. Gee! if there ain’t a million of ’em!” 

We ate breakfast in a din that made 
conversation useless. The _ red-heads 
swooped down upon our island, and the 
two unfriendly species flew over us, back 
and forth, manifestly trying to drive us 
away with their infernal racket. The 
mist had blown away, the sun was shin- 
ing bright, and we were ready for our 
hunt when the myriads of parrots, in 
large and small flocks, departed to other 
jungle haunts. 

We rowed across the wide shoal to the 
sand bars. There in the soft ooze, among 
the hundreds of deer tracks, I found a 
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jaguar track larger than my spread hand. 
It was different from a lion track, yet I 
could not distinguish just what the dif- 
ference was. Pepe, who had accom- 
panied us to carry the rifles and game, 
pointed to the track and said vehemently: 

“Tigre!” He pronounced it “tee- 
ger-ee.” And he added, “Grande!” 

“Big he certainly is,” I replied. “Boys, 
we'll kill this jaguar. We'll bait this 
drinking trail with a deer carcass and 
watch to-night.” 

Once upon the bank I was surprised to 
see a wide stretch of comparatively flat 
land. It was covered with a low vegeta- 
tion, with here and there palm trees on 
the little ridges, and bambco clumps down 
in the swales. Beyond the flat rose the 
dark line of dense jungle. It was not 
clear to me why that low piece of ground 
was not overgrown with the matted thick- 
ets and vines and big trees characteristic 
of other parts of the jungle. 

We struck into one of the trails and 
had not gone a hundred paces when we 
espied a herd of deer. The grass and low 
bushes almost covered them. George 
handed his shotgun to Pepe and took his 
rifle. 

“Shoot low,” I said. 

George pulled the trigger and with the 
report a deer went down, but it was not 
the one I was looking at, nor the one at 
which I was sure he had aimed. The 
rest of the herd bounded away to disap- 
pear in a swale. Wading through bushes 
and grass we found George’s quarry, a 
small deer weighing perhaps sixty pounds. 
Pepe carried it over to the trail, and then 
joined us. I noted that he was exceed- 
ingly happy to carry the rifles and to be 
with us. We went on at random, some- 
how feeling that, no matter what direc- 
tion we took, we would run into some- 
thing to shoot at. 

And the first bamboo swale was alive 
with chicalocki. Up to this time I had 
not seen this beautiful pheasant fly in the 
open, and I was astonished at its speed. 
It would burst out of the thick bamboo, 
whirr its wings swiftly, then sail. That 
sail was a most graceful thing to see. 
George pulled his 16-gauge twice and 
missed both times. He had the beginner’s 
fault—shooting too soon. Presently Pepe 
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beat a big cock chicalocki out of the bush. 
He made such a fine target, he sailed so 
evenly, that I simply looked at him over 
the gun sights, and followed him till he 
was out of sight. The next one I dropped 
like a plummet. Shooting chicalocki was 
too easy, I decided; they presented so 
fair a mark that it was unfair to pull on 
them. 

George was an impetuous hunter. I 
could not keep near him, nor coax or 
command him to stay near me. He would 
wander off by himself. That was one 
mark in his favor; at least he had no fear. 
Pepe hung close to me, with his dark 
eyes roving everywhere; but I did not 
need his cautious manner to make me 
alive to possibilities. I climbed out on 
one side of the swale, George on the 
other. Catching his whistle, I turned to 
look after him. He waved, and pointing 
ahead, began to stoop and slip along from 
bush to bush. Presently a flock of Mus- 
kovy ducks rose before him, sailed a few 
rods and alighted. Then from right under 
his feet labored up great gray birds. Wild 
geese! I recognized them as George's 
gun went—bang! One tumbled over, the 
others wheeled toward the river. I start- 
ed down into the swale to cross to where 
George was, when Pepe touched my arm. 

“Turkeys!” he whispered. 

That changed my mind. Pepe pointed 
into the low bushes ahead of me, and 
slowly led me forward. I heard a pecu- 
liar low thumping. Trails led every- 
whither, and here and there were open 
patches covered with a scant growth of 
grass. Across one of these flashed a 
bronze streak, then another—and another. 

“Shoot! Shoot!” said Pepe, tensely. 

Those bronze streaks were running tur- 
keys! The thumpings were made by their 
rapidly moving feet! 

“Don’t they flush—fly?” I queried of 
Pepe. 

“No—no shoot!” exclaimed he, as 
another streak of brown crossed an open 
spot. I hurriedly unbreeched my gun 
and changed the light shells for others 
loaded with heavy shot. We reached the 
edge of a bare spot across which a turkey 








ran with incredible swiftness. I did not 
get the gun in line with him at all. Then 
two more broke out of the bushes. Rur! 
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They were as swift as light. I took two 
snap shots and missed both times. lf any 
one had told me it was possible for me to 
miss a running turkey at fifty feet I would 
have thought him foolish. But I did not 
fetch a feather. Loading again, I yelled 
for George. 

“Hey, George—turkeys !” 

He whooped and started for us on the 
run. Just then there was a roar in the 
bushes and a brown blur arose and 
whizzed ahead like a huge bullet. That 
turkey had flushed. I watched him fly 
till he went down out of sight into a dis- 
tant swale. There was another roar—a 
huge bronze cannon-ball sped straight 
ahead—I shot both barrels, and scored a 
clean miss. I watched this turkey fly and 
I saw him clearer. Then I was con- 
strained to admit that the wild turkey of 
this Taumaulipas jungle had a swifter 
and more beautiful flight than my favor- 
ite bird, the ruffed grouse. 

George came puffing up, gun in one 
hand, a heavy goose in the other. 

“Walk faster,” he said, “they'll flush 
better.” 

We hurried along, crashing through the 
bushes. I saw turkey after turkey. Bang! 
went George’s gun. Then a_ beautiful 
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sight made me cry out and almost forget 
my own gun. Six turkeys darted across 
an open paich—how swiftly they ran !— 
and rose ina bunch. The roar they made, 
the wonderfully rapid action of their 
powerful wings, and then the size of 
them, their wildness and noble gameness 
made them, at once and forever, the royal 
birds for me. 

At the next threshing in the bushes my 
gun was levelled—I covered the whistling 
bronze thing that shot up! The turkey 
went down with a crash. Pepe yelled, 
and as I ran forward all the air about me 
was full of fine bronze feathers. I found 
my bird, wings wide stretched. Its 
strength and symmetry, and especially the 
beautiful shades of bronze, captivated my 
eye. 

“Come on, boys—this is the greatest 
game I ever hunted,” I called. 

Again Pepe yelled, and this time he 
pointed. From where I stood I could see 
nothing but the low green bushes. George 
threw up his gun and shot. I heard a 
squealing. 

“Javelin! Javelin!” called Pepe, in 
piercing tones. 

George jerked a rifle from him and be- 
gan to shoot. The trampling of hard lit- 






























ES My ye 












tle hoofs and a cloud of dust warned me 


where the javelin were. Suddenly Pepe 
broke and fled toward the river. 

“Hyar, Pepe, fetch back my rifle!” I 
shouted angrily. 

George turned and dashed away yel 
ling, 

“Wild pigs! Wild pigs!” 

It looked as if there was nothing else 
for me but to make tracks from that vicin- 
ity. Never before had I run from a dan- 
ger which I had not seen, but the flight 
of the boys was i-resistibly contagious, 
and this, coupled with the many stories I 
had heard of the javelin, made me exe- 
cute a sprint that would have been a rec- 
ord but for the hampering weight of gun 
and turkey. I vowed I would hold on to 
both, pigs or no pigs; nevertheless I lis- 
tened as I ran and nervously looked back 
often. It may have been excited imagina- 
tion that the dust cloud appeared to be 
traveling in my wake. Fortunately, the 
distance to the river did not exceed a 
short quarter of a mile. Hot, winded and 


thoroughly disgusted with myself, I halt- 
ed on the bank. Pepe was already in the 
boat and George was scrambling aboard. 
“A fine—chase—you’ve given—me,” I 
“There’s nothing—after us.” 
returned 


panted. 


“Don’t fool yourself,” 


you 
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George, quickly. “I saw those pigs, and 
like the ass I am, I blazed away at one 
with my shotgun.” 

“Did he run at you? 
want to know!” 

George said he was not certain about 
that, but declared there always was dan- 
ger if a wounded javelin squealed. Pepe 
had little to say; he refused to go back 
after the deer we had left in the trail. So 
we rowed across the shoal. and on the 
way passed within a rod of an alligator. 
Had I not prevented George he would 
have wasted some more ammunition. 

We reached camp tired out, and all of 
us a little ruffled in temper, which cer- 
tainly was not eased by the discovery that 
we were covered with ticks. Following 
the cue of my companions, I hurriedly 
stripped off my clothes and hung them 
where they could singe over the camp- 
fire. There were broad red bands of pini- 
linus round both my ankles, and reddish 
patches on the skin of my arms. Here 
and there were black spots about the size 
of my little fingernail, and these were 
garrapatoes. I picked these off one by 
one, rather surprised to find them come 
off so easily. Suddenly I jumped straight 
up with a pain as fierce as if it had been 
a puncture from a red-hot wire. 


That’s what I 
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Pepe grinned and George cried: 

“Aha! that was a garrapato bite, that 
was! You just wait!” 

George had a hundred or more of the 
big black ticks upon him, and he was re- 
morselessly popping them with his cigar- 
ette. Some of them were biting him, too, 
judging from the way he flinched. Pepe 
had attached to himself a million or more 
of the pinilius, but very few of the larger 
He generously came to my assist- 
ance. I was trying to pull off the garra- 
pato that had bitten a hole in me. Pepe 
made me desist, saying it had imbedded 
its head and if pulled would come apart 
leaving the head buried in the flesh, which 
would cause inflammation. Pepe held the 
glowing end of his cigarette close over 
the tick, and it began to squirm and pull 
out its head. When it was free of the 
flesh Pepe suddenly touched it with tke 
cigarette and it exploded with a pop. A 
difficult question was—which hurt me the 
most, the burn from the cigarette or the 
bite of the tick. Pepe scraped off as many 
of the pinilius as would come, and then 
rubbed me with canuja, the native alco- 
ho!. If this was not some kind of a vit- 
riol I missed my guess. It smarted so 
keenly I thought my skin was peeling off. 
Presently, however, the smarting sub- 
sided, and so did the ticks. 

We lounged about camp, resting in the 
shade during the hot midday hours. For 
supper we had a superfluity of meat, the 
waste of which I deplored, and assuaged 
my conscience by deciding to have a taste 
of each kind. The wild turkey I found 
the most toothsome, delicious meat it had 
ever been my pleasure to eat. What 
struck me at once was the flavor, and I 
could not understand it until Pepe ex- 
plained that the jungle turkey lived upon 
a red pepper. So the Taumaulipas wild 
turkey turned out to be doubly the finest 
game I had ever shot. 

All afternoon the big alligator sunned 
himself on the surface of the shoal. I 
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wanted an alligator skin and this was a 
tempting opportunity to get one, but I re- 
sisted it. Before sundown Pepe went 
across the river and fetched the carcass 
of the deer down to the bar. 

Twilight found us stationed at the lower 
end of the island, comfortably ambushed 
behind stones. I placed George and Pepe 
some rods below my position. They had 
the 32 rifle and my sho‘gun loaded with 
solid ounce balls. 

I settled down for a long wait, some 
fifty yards from the deer carcass. A won- 
derful procession of wild fowl winged 
swift flight over my head. They flew 
very low. It was strange to note the dif- 
ference in the sound of their flying. The 
cranes and herons softly swished the air; 
the teal and canvas-backs whirred by, and 
the great muskovies whizzed like bullets. 

When the first deer came down to drink 
it was almost dark, and when they left 
the moon was up, though obscured by 
clouds. Faint sounds rose from the other 
side of the island. I listened until my 
ears ached, but I could hear nothing on 
our side. Heavier clouds drifted over the 
moon. The deer carcass became indis- 
tinct and then faded entirely, and the bar 
itcelf grew vague. I was about to give 
up watching for that night when I heard 
a faint rustling below me. Following it 
came a grating or crunching of gravel. 

Bright flares split the darkness—crack ! 
crack! rang out George’s rifle, then the 
heavy boom! boom! of the shotgun. 

“There he is!” yelled George. 
down—we got him—there’s two! 
out !” 

I caught the flash of a long gray body 
in the hazy gloom of the bar, and took a 
quick shot at it. The steel-jacketted bul- 
let scattered the gravel and then hummed 
away over the bank. The gray body 
moved so fast I could just see it; never- 
theless I turned the little automatic loose 
and made the welkin ring. 

Next instalment: The First Jaguar. 
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HEN Billy Mutrie, who lives in 
W Denver, wrote me that he in- 

tended to go up in Wyoming for 
a month’s outing I once more “took sick” 
and Lass (Mrs. Barks) and I were soon 
on our way. 

There is something about this “Call of 
the West” thing which is that there is 
only one way to get it out of your sys- 
tem and that is to go and be done with ’er. 

Ever camp out in Wyoming? 

No? Well, you have something com- 
ing to you, old timer. 

I am an Eastern man, and several years 
ago, when I was rrst approached about a 
camping trip out West, I replied: “Ex- 
cuse me, Bo, for I have tried that camping 
stunt too many years here in the East and 
I want no more mosquitoes, flies, rainy 
days, muddy rivers, in mine.” 

However, I was prevailed upon to try 
it out West just once. 

The great trial came off in 1905 and 
now every following year the same old 
Western bug gets my goat. Grant me a 
two weeks’ or a month’s vacation and it’s 
a quick get-a-way for me. To be with 
Nature, that is vacation. Go forth under 
the open sky and list to Nature’s teach- 
ings. Hike, old boy, H-I-K-E. 

Nature is any place and every place 
away from the busy marts of trade, but 
to me Wyoming’s call is the strongest and 
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it offers the widest scope of all. Ten or 
more miles away from almost any Wyom- 
ing railroad station can be found a wilder- 
ness that has hardly known the foot of 
man; the cool mountain streams are com- 
paratively unfished and fairly teem with 
trout while the woods and mountain hill- 
sides are inhabited by every kind of wild 
game. 

Billy met us as we were slipping 
through Denver on one of Mr. Pullman’s 
sleepers and the trip to Laramie was 
spent in recalling times of bye-gone days 
and in building air castles for the coming 
thirty days. We outfitted in Laramie and 
the next morning started on the last leg 
of our choo-choo ride to Sheep Moun- 
tain (27 miles). Arriving there we en- 
gaged the services of a team and a wagon 
and soon arrived at Hall’s Ranch with 
the Little Laramie River just ten yards 
away. I went up to see Mr. Hall, who 
owns the ranch, and asked him if we 
could rent a camping place for a month. 
“No, sir,” he replied, “you cannot rent it, 
but if there is any place on my land that 
you would like to camp on for a month or 
a year for that matter, just start in and 
I'll help you select a site, too.” And he 
did. We pitched our tents to sleep in, 
but for storing our provisions and for our 
dining room we used the cabin that in 
former years was a Stage station. 
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“FISHING FOR TROUT IS THE ONE BEST BET” 


Mr. Hall but showed the courtesy of 
the ranchmen of the entire West. Never 
have I been refused a place to camp, the 
loan of an axe, or, for all of that, a bed 
and a bite to eat. Their neighbors are 
so few and so far between that I pre- 
sume in their gladness to see a stranger 
they simply make “company” of him. 

Edward Hall (the son) joined us, and, 
after giving us a lift, remarked that if we 
didn’t care he would catch us a few trout 
for supper. Did we care? Not ina year’s 
growth. By the time we had gotten 
squared around he returned with eight or 
ten as pretty trout as we had ever laid 
eyes on. Just imagine, trout fresh from 
the river and “Lass” frying them !—Yum- 
Yum! And so started our 1910 vacation. 

I won’t worry you with a diary—day by 
day—but will limit myself to a few of the 
many pleasures we experienced in an at- 
tempt to influence you to go and do like- 
wise. No mosquitoes—no flies—no snakes 
—no muddy, slimy, smelly river caused us 
to “wish we had never come,” but all was 
contentment and vacation. The kind of 
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a trip that brings back to normal the slug- 
gish blood of an office-worker—the kind of 
an outing that means rejuvenation and 
perfect health to the over-worked business 
man. 

No need of wells for drinking water 
just take a bucket or a cup, as the occasion 
demands, and “dip ’er in the river’—as 
clear as crystal and as cool and refreshing 
as any water you ever sipped. We bought 
milk, eggs, butter, fresh vegetables, bread, 
ice, etc., from Mrs. Hall. Ed came over 
three or four times a day and became one 
of us. When we did not feel like fishing 
we climbed the mountains, rode the horses, 
helped haul slabs and logs, hunted jack- 
rabbits, ducks, grouse, so you may know 
we were just busy all “the” time. Did 
you say wild flowers? Lass had them 
sticking around everywhere, and if my 
memory serves me correctly, she found 
over forty varieties—and each bunch 
lasted four or five days ‘before wilting. We 
gathered wild strawberries and gooseber- 
ries—pie—not a gooseberry escaped. 

Herd upon herd of sheep and cattle 
spotted the green grazing country, while 
the prairie dogs playing around their little 
towns kept our .22 some hot all the time. 
And now comes fishing. The best ever. 
Not great big ones but the average size 
for Little Laramie River is about ten 
inches in length and that “wuz” us. 

My creel held an average of about thirty 
and to fill it required about three hours 
of fishing. I am not a “hog” and only 
tried to fill the basket two or three times 
during our stay, but I rather contented 
myself with an hour in the morning and 
the same time in the evening. Towards 
the end of our outing I grew somewhat 
particular, and many a twelve-incher was 
given his freedom after he had served my 
sporting enthusiasm. Billy and Lass were 
not many pumpkins at casting a fly, but 
they enjoyed themselves by teaching thou- 
sands of angle worms how to swim. 

Never will forget the day Billy resolved 
to “cut out” the worms and go after them 
right. I started out to fish upstream from 
camp while he went about a city block fur- 
ther up for his start. We had fished 
fifteen or twenty minutes when I heard 
him calling, “Frank !—Oh, Frank!” 

“Yes,” I replied. “What is it?” 
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“Come up here at once, there is a whole 
school of beauties in this pool and I don’t 
seem to be able to make them rise to my 
fly,” was his answer. Well, I hurried up 
on the opposite side of the stream and 
there was Billy, his fly book on the bank, 
perspiration streaming down his face. 

“Say, Bo, I’ve been working like ten 
Trojans, but there’s nothing doing with 
these infernal fish; damn your flies any- 
how!” he howled, catching sight of me. 
[ looked, and sure enough there were the 
fish. But not trout. Suckers. I sat down 
on the bank and thought I’d have some 
sport encouraging Billy to try all the 
harder to land a few of his “trout.” I 
had him changing flies about every fifth 
cast. The suckers would move about ten 
feet then Bill would chase up and down, 
searching his soul for cuss words enough 
to voice his exasperation. Guess I must 
have kept him “on the job” for half an 
hour until he was sizzling mad. To hear 
his fluent flow of “mule driving” language 
would surely have warmed the cockles of 
your heart. 

Finally I said, “Billy, let me show you 
how to land one of those beauties.’’ So 
I cut a long willow pole and made a 
slip loop of an old wire pike leader that 
I happened to have in my leader box, and 
tied it firmly on the end of the pole. Then 
reaching over I slowly and carefully 
guided the noose over the head of one 
of the fish and, with a quick’ jerk, out 
he came. I tossed him over to Billy. 

“That’s the rea! highbrow way to do 
it, old top,” I exclaimed. “Try it your- 
self.” 

He gave one look and then, sheepishly, 
“Stung! Gosh, ’m goin’ to get some worms 
and fish offen the bridge.” 

He got even with me that night, for 
we had “trout” for supper. He and Lass 
framed it up on me, need I tell you? One 
bite and then I was “on.” 

Rainbows, Native and German Brook 
are the species taken from the Little 
Laramie, and how they do go after a fly! 
Fishing for trout is the one best bet to 
my notion. When one fishes for bass, 
pike or other brands it is more of a ques- 
tion of having them “come to you.” Trout 
fishing differs to the extent that they are 
far more wary, and it is almost an abso- 
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lute fact that you must go after them. 
And the strike, the quick swish, the 
sudden paying out of the line, the sight 
of his shining sides as he darts hither and 
thither, now swimming deep, then jump 
ing high out of the water in his battle 
for life and freedom, makes you forget the 
cares of business and reminds you more 
forcibly of the true vacation that you are 
dipping into to its deepest depth. 

Speaking of big ones. While he did 
not break a world’s record, when Ed 
finally hooked the “Daddy of the neigh- 
borhood,” he was a sight to behold, and 
his taking was on this wise: On several 
occasions when Ed and I had been fish 
ing together we passed a hole wherein 
this Old Master had been living for over 
two years to Ed’s certain knowledge, but 
the sly old fellow had never partaken of 
the “apple,” though tempted many times. 

I had tried—Ed had tried—but the O. 
M. would not come through with his part 
of the program. 
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‘SPEAKING OF BIG ONES——” 
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As we neared the pool on the fateful 
day, Ed remarked, “Shall we take a crack 
at him again, Frank?” 

“Sure,” says I. 

Well, after everything was O. K., Ed 
hollered, “Here goes, Frank,” and with 
a graceful movement he dropped a 
March Brown, as light as a feather, just 
six inches in front of the old boy’s nose. 
Bing!—a quick twist of Ed’s wrist and 
that O. M.’s services were engaged, 
whether temporarily or permanently time 
could only tell. The clicker on the reel 
was making a noise like a riveting ham- 
mer on a sky-scraper and that old sleep- 
ing pool became a_ place of violent 
activity. 

High up in the air Mr. Rainbow jumped, 
turning, twisting and trying his best 
to dislodge the cruel “bug” that but a 
short time before had looked so innocent 
and juicy. 

But no. ’Twas not so ordained to be. 
As with a rush he came, so came the line; 
as he went, so went the line, back and 
forth, across and across, always taut, with 
rod and line in the hands of Experience 
and with the spring of a seven-ounce, 
eleven-foot bamboo showing no mercy 
whatsoever. 


NEVER HAVE I BEEN REFUSED A PLACE TO CAMP IN THE WEST” 


Thus the fight went on—Master against 
Past Master. Time after time he was 
brought to Ed’s feet, but time after time 
he made another effort that would mean 
victory to one, defeat to the other. 

Time and strength began to tell—almost 
played out. Who? The rainbow? Yes, 
and Ed too, who slowly commenced to 
cross to the other bank where victory 
seemed more probable. 

I slipped over and with the landing net 
awaited the opportune time. 

“Now!” cries Ed. But no! He’s off 
for one more gallant struggle, and while 
he and Ed played the game, I waited and 
wondered—will he or won’t he? Again 
Ed reels him in, and with one scoop I 
dip beneath and throw him—net and all— 
far upon the gravel bar and the victor is 
proclaimed. ’Twas not artistic (my part) 
Lut ’twas better to have won than lost. 

The scales showed five pounds and three 
ounces and the battle had waxed fast and 
furious for thirty-two minutes of as pretty 
a struggle as I had ever witnessed. My 
only hope is that some day I may be the 
winner of just such a battle, but I guess I 
will have to practice quite some. My 
specialty is in quicker sales and smaller 
profits. 
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THE ENTIRE ENCAMPMENT 


THE ANNUAL ENCAMPMENT OF THE 
CAMP FIRE CLUB 


FOUR DAYS OF GOOD FELLOWSHIP AND OUTDOOR SPORTS AT ERNEST THOMPSON SETON'’S 
PLACE “WYNDYGOUL,” AT COS COB, CONNECTICUT 


BY WARREN H. MILLER 


HAT I want to know is,” began 
Wie chairman of the reception 
committee impressively, “is the 
difference, if any, between a boma, a 
safari, and a whiffenpoof P 
“Tha’s all ri’, Pratty, old socks. 
do we pitch——” 
“Yeah, J know; the trouble with me is 


Where 


I talk too much, you know- 
“All ri’, old scout—but 

pitch our tents?” 
“Your’s is—le’s see 


where do we 


No. 4, up on Spion 
Kop—to your right, up among those trees 
here, le’s carry up some of your duffle. 

It was raining. It always rains on Field 
Day—good thing to weed out fair-weather 








GATHERED BEFORE THE CAMERA 


camp equipments. The woods of Wyndy- 
goul hummed like a hive with the mak- 
ing of many camps, punctuated now and 
then by a sonorous splash as some neo- 
phyte was hurled bodily into the lake. 
Finally at the call of the bugle all hands 
sat down to grub. The eating arrange- 
ments were simple—primitive. You 
plugged the empty cavity with a whole 
beefsteak, cut off the trimmings outside 
with a hunting knife, and swallowed the 
dainty morsel 4 la pelican. No one who 
could trail a beefsteak to its den and spear 
it with a camp knife went hungry. 
Someone turned off the faucet over- 
head, and by the light of a roaring camp- 
fire our two Afrikander neophytes, Lor- 


ing and Clarke, were put through thirteen 
initiation bouts of a tilting match, stand- 


ing on totly barrels. Neither remained 
any appreciable amount of time on his 
perch, but Clarke managed to stay longest 
on the most barrels and thus acquired a 
laurel wreath. Then the boys took apart 
Clarke’s larynx to see if it had a voice, re- 
turning it to him after due inspection with 
the approval of the committee. Where- 
upon there gathered unto him certain 
warblers and other noisy persons who pro- 
ceeded to evolve a “concert,” and “Sweet 
Adeline” was sugared all over with bar- 
ber sharps and nigger flats until the owls 
and whippoorwills of Wyndygoul dug out 
for a migration to Canada. 
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The next morning everybody piled in- 
to the lake before hitting the bacon and 
eggs, after which there was a great slick- 
ing up of tents, for the judges for the 
first event, the competition for best camp 
outfit would soon be around. First prize 
for this was awarded to W. H. Miller with 
81.5 points out of a possible 85; Dave 
Abercrombie second with 78.5. 

Along about eleven o'clock Mr. Seton 
put in an appearance with a four-foot 
wooden tarpon, which, he announced, 
would be harpooned after the most ap- 
proved methods of A. W. Dimock (who 
had just finished telling an interested 
group of listeners how they do it in 
Florida). The tarpon was placed in the 
center of the lake and two canoe teams 
at once took the Indian war canoes to 
compete. At the word “Go,” they started 
full speed ahead for the tarpon, the object 
being for one team to harpoon him and 
return to shore and the other to pre- 
vent them from doing this and get away 
with it to the opposite shore. Miller and 
Warner won the first bout against Dick- 
erson and Tilt. There was a battle-royal 


over the doomed fish, and in the get-away 


it was a case of whose harpoon pulled out 
first. In the second bout Dickerson and 
Tilt turned the tables and got off to their 
shore with the fish, while Warner jabbed 
at it so fiercely that the canoe upset and 
everyone on shore expired with joy. Di- 
mock fell off the dock out of sheer sym- 
pathy—just to be in his element. In the 
third bout Miller and Warner succeeded 
in getting their canoe between the tarpon 
and the other team. This was too much 
for the latter, who promptly rammed, fill- 
ing the canoe to the gunwales, but the win- 
ning team managed to clear themselves 
and stagger off to shore with their 
precious fish. 

Dinner was the next important feature 
of the programme, same being more than 
noisy, but if anyone went hungry (or 
thirsty), present deponent knoweth not. 

After dinner, tomahawk-throwing at 
thirty-foot range with a camp axe, won 
by Albert Tilt; Marshall McLean second. 
The Western boys then came whooping 
down the trail on their cayuses and en- 
gaged in a lariat-throwing contest which 
was won by Proctor. Just to show that 
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you didn’t need a horse or a ranch to do 
things with a lariat, A. W. Dimock ran 
him a close second, while Dr. W. T. Horn- 
aday, who never cast one in his life be- 
fore, went at it like a veteran and soon 
qualified in the expert class. 

Then, “He’ll ramble, he’ll ramble,” was 
struck up and the entire club “rambled”— 
that is it got there sideways, crab-fashion, 
any old way trying to follow Horace 
Pratt over an angleworm trail to the ball 
game field. In the next field Dr. Syms 
was giving a truly wonderful boomerang 
throwing exhibition. This was a really 
well-trained boomerang, for it chased 
Horace around two fields and up a tall 
chestnut tree before it finally let him go. 

The ball game between the Kickerinos, 
Capt. Jack Dickerson, and the Sourdoughs, 
Capt. Elting F. Warner, was a fairly even 
break up to the eighth inning, when the 
Kickerinos lost their third baseman and 
a human mummy that never caught a base- 
ball in its life before was propped up on 
third base, resulting in an overwhelming 
victory for the opposing team, Sourdoughs 
winning by 18 to 7. 

After supper, hunting stories and other 
improbable tales were uncorked, while the 
shrieks and yells of the “close harmony” 
septette under the able leadership of El- 
mer Gregor, plunged the encampment into 
deepest gloom. 

All hands in the lake early next morn- 
ing for an eyeopener. A dangerous snake 
was caught and put in a box up behind 
the totem pole. “Say, Elmer,” quoth Dick- 
erson, looking for a victim, “have you 
seen the rattlesnake we caught this morn- 
ing ?” 

“Rattlesnake! Shucks!” retorted El- 
mer incredulously, “why, there isn’t a sin- 
gle specimen this side of the Palisades! 
—let’s see it.” 

He went up and stooped over the box, 
Sperry following close behind with a large 
iron frying pan. There was a loud report 
as the frying pan struck home, and the 
snake had stung its first victim. It bit one 
hundred and ten before the day was over. 
A hum of voices around the totem pole, 
an infinite swat, and a roar of laughter 
would proclaim to the listener anywhere 
that the sxake was still at it and working 
overtime. Mr. Seton was sent for to 





The Annual Encampment of the Camp Fire Club 


identify the “rattlesnake with a single 
button on its tail,” but pronounced it, 
after getting stung, a reptile unknown to 
science. It remained for Dr. Hornaday 
to finally give the correct species. “Gen- 
tlemen,” declared he, straightening up af- 
ter the examination, “I feel convinced that 
this must be the identical creature that bit 
Cleopatra.” 

The Big Day began with a fly-casting 
tournament with 5-o0z. fly rods, won by 
Dr. R. J. Held, 80 feet; Emlyn M. Gill, 
second at 76 feet. The Doctor also won 
the 4-0z. event with the remarkable score 
of 84 feet 6 inches, Gill following with 
78. The same order of precedence was 
observed in the accuracy fly casting at a 
target under a bush at 35 foot range. 
These two inveterate fishermen smelt a 
bass in the lake before they had hardly 
got their lines wet, and between them 
caught some thirty bass, putting most of 
them back as the property of their genial 
host. 

At the same time, out in the boomerang 
field, one of the prettiest events of the en- 
campment was to be seen—the horse- 
packing contest. Each contestant rode on 
the field leading his pack-horse with hal- 
ter, sawbuck saddle, sling rope, 100 Ibs. 
of dunnage, pack sheet, and pack rope. 
The contest was to start with all equip- 
ment on the ground, pack the horse, throw 
the diamond hitch, mount the saddle horse 
and lead the pack-horse over a blazed trail 
around the lake. Fred Vreeland won the 
first heat, for Carl Rungius seemed to 
have gotten sand in his gear-box and 
became mixed up in an argument with his 
pack-animal that lost him the race. The 
event was won by Taylor in 11 minutes, 
Proctor second, 11 minutes 30 seconds. 

At noon the canoe race on Pipestave 
Lake was pulled off amid all kinds of 
excitement, mistakes, upsets and classy 
paddling. Won by Max Van Orden, 3 
minutes 45 seconds; Elting Warner sec- 
ond, 3 minutes 45 4-5 seconds, a close heat. 

Meanwhile the revolver contest was 
going on in the woods near the automobile 
park, distance 50 yards, regulation target, 
no special sights or target pistols allowed. 
Won by Geo. D. Pratt with 24 out of a 
possible 25, Proctor second with 22; some 
shooting, nicht? 
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After that Arthur Rice had some more 
lunch. The rest of us turned vegetarians 
after seeing him perform, there being a 
great scarcity of steaks after Arthur got 
through paralyzing the commissary de- 
partment. 

Then the Grand Ramble, with banner 
and Horace Pratt as special features, was 
headed for the ball field, which was now 
converted into a 250-yard rifle range and 
a Sargent system trapshooting stand. 
There was a high hill and a forest of tall 
trees behind the rifle range, which showed 
gocd judgment in Manager Boyd in plac- 
ing them there, as both the hill and the 
forest were all shot up before the last 
camp-firer had wreaked his vengeance on 
the environs of the target. Von Schraeder 
managed to assemble enough bullseyes 
and twos to make him the winner at 19, 
Edmund Seymour next (in spite of the 
snake) at 17. Present deponent suggests 
that we have a wooden deer for a target 
next year and approximate big game con- 
ditions more closely by having the deer 
put up to view by the marker and dropped 
at three seconds, root hog, or die in those 
three seconds, five shots allowed, heart 
shot five, head shot four, body three. 

The trap shoot honors went to our Afri 
kander, J. Alden Loring, whose eye had 
evidently acquired a superhuman efficiency 
when with Roosevelt, besides its well- 
known greenish tinge. He whanged out 
22 from a possible 25, Albert Tilt, ex- 
champion, doing 20. The quail shoot, in 
which all three traps were sprung at 
once as the shooter walked up on them, 
was won by Eugene DuPont, Loring sec- 
ond. They used to feed Eugene gun- 
powder in his milk, and he cut his teeth on 
a sample of cordite, so he just naturally 
ate up all the quail he could see, while, as 
for that all-around dodger Loring, he 
soaked ’em whether he could see or not. 

Hardly was the gun-fest over before the 
bugles sounded for the canoe and portage 
race, and the weary contestants slipped 
into bathing suits and reported to do or 
drown. The contest consisted in a canoe 
race of about three-quarter mile, a portage 
of 150 yards full speed up hill, build a fire, 
and boil water. The race was full of ex- 
citement and ludicrous incidents as the two 
Van Orden boys upset and built their fire 
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more or less half drowned, Miller and 
Warner made best time but foozled their 
fire and were penalized four minutes for 
uproarious extravagance with the matches, 
and Loring and Patterson won the race, 
making good time and no mistakes. 

The most hilarious event of the day, the 
flapjack contest, then took place. As 
the contestants were not required to eat 
their own flapjack, the lid was off and 
numerous rash but energetic contestants 
flimflammed the festive flapjack. Julius 
Seymour, acting on hasty but ill-consid- 
ered advice, threw his pork into the fire 
and nearly had heartfailure trying to dis- 
lodge his “flap” which glued itself fiend- 
ishly to the bottom of the pan until he 
had made a curious mass of sweetbreads 
out of an erstwhile perfect and nummu- 
litic pancake. But good old Dave Aber- 
crombie showed them all how a proper 
sourdough makes pancakes. He had his 
done and flapped thousandths ahead of the 
nearest competitor, flapped it over the 
top of his sombrero, stood it on either ear, 
balanced it on his nose and finally hung 
it on Dan Beard as a solid leather medal 
in memento of the occasion. 


The final event was the man-fish con- 
test between Dave Abercrombie, equipped 
with a first class tarpon outfit, and Jack 
Dickerson, the fish, with broad sole-leather 


sandals. As it was, the fish had fifty 
yards to start with, and had to be landed 
in fifteen minutes or the fish wins, same 
if line breaks. With the big sandal fins the 
fish had everything his own way, and 
after a short fight leaped back against the 
pressure of the sandals and broke the 
line, thus winning the event. 

The riotous strains of the Grand Ram- 
ble again arose as the entire club took up 
its way in column of fours to the big 
Seton manor overlooking the lake. Mrs. 
Seton, assisted by Mrs. W. E. Coffin, and 
many other warm feminine friends of the 
club, received them around a great bowl 
of punch on the West Terrace. It was 
time for the club warblers to do their 
proudest and when Clarke lifted up his 
silvery voice in the much practiced song, 
“Sweet Adeline,” the entire gathering 
joined in the refrain. Then “Good Night, 
Ladies,” was sung right tunefully out on 
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the lawn, and the club marched back to 
its encampments. 

The Grand Feast was then attacked 
en masse, 150 club members being there 
with the appetite-medicine, Dan Beard 
presiding as President and Toastmaster 
combined. Ernest Thompson Seton made 
the speech of good will and good fellow- 
ship, roasting certain expert fishermen for 
catching those bass and letting them go 
back again; as they were there, Mr. Seton 
explained for the special benefit of the 
Club, and there were ten thousand of 
them in the lake. Then the Council Fire 
was lighted by Mr. Seton, after the man- 
ner of the aboriginal campfirers. No fac- 
tory-made match or machine-woven lint 
was allowed in kindling this fire, but Seton 
himself started it with the Indian bow 
and rubbing-stick. Vigorous bowing pro- 
duced a tiny coal of fire which was put 
in a wad of birch-bark fibre and carefully 
blown until a burst of flame resulted. 
Then the Council Pipe was lighted, and 
after invocation to the Four Winds, the 
Council was declared open. Medals were 
conferred on the winners of the various 
events, and the Indian name of Bisanaibie, 
The Silent One, given to Horace Pratt in 
open council. After serious business was 
over the feast developed into an orgie, in 
the midst of which an African lion came 
charging out of the woods hunted by 
Roosevelt and his faithful dog, Tumbo. 
As a special feat of manly prowess, Roose- 
velt choked the savage brute to death, 
while the dog and the lion rolled over and 
over down the hill into the camp-fire. 
Everyone scattered under the impression 
that the snake had got loose, but the heads 
of the lion and the dog came off in the 
tussle, disclosing the fair lineaments of 
Jack Dickerson and Elting Warner, while 
“Teddy” turned out to be none other than 
that pestiferous Dave Abercrombie again. 

This history could not conclude without 
a testimonial to Dan Beard. You are to 
understand that Dan was the life of this 
thing, the boss sourdough of them all, the 
judge of judges, general manager, best 
story teller and all-around good Indian 
Oh, you Dan! What encampment would 
be worth a split cocktail without you tak- 
ing a hand in every breath of it! 
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TUMP LINE vs. PACK STRAP 


THE GREAT PICKERE! SAFARI, WHEREIN A FINE BLEND OF BAIT CASTING 


AND PACK TRAMPING WAS SAMPLED BY YE YAWTHOR AND YE 


YARTIST 


BY WARREN H. MILLER 


UMP” was just one of these infernal 

skeptics, with a neck on him like a 

fire hydrant and a fixed and cynical 
incredulity regarding any other means of 
packing duffle through the woods than by 
tump line. 

“Pack, you God-forsaken, little dried 
up strip of moosehide,” he drawled, 
“that ruck-sack of yours is no good any- 
how. Why don’t you invent a pack that’il 
be a tin camp stove by night and a canoe 
by day? Then you'll have something and 
can carry your duffle in a proper bag with 
a tump line like the rest of us.” 

“Pack” grinned on him argumentatively 


and prepared for war. “Say, you great, 
greasy, bow-legged buck Indian,” quota 
he, “anyone not bone from the neck up 
could see that this pack’s a world-beater 
at a glance. Now I don’t want to have 
to explain things that are obvious to the 
intelligence of a hop-toad—so here are 
five quid that says ig 

“T’ll see those 
better that you won't do five miles with 
those pack straps your arms, 
and what is more, you will freeze to death 
the first cold night with your patent 
blanket. No one but a chronic tinker and 
a camp crank would think of 


bones and go you five 


cinching 


combined 
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risking his life in the woods with such a 
thing. Why, you ephemeral pinhead,” 
vociferated Tump, reaching for a cou- 
venient warbag, “I can handle ninety 
pounds easy with my tump strap when 
your pack will lie down at forty——” 

“Any idiot,” retorted Pack, snatching 
up a cruiser moccasin, “any poor and piti- 
able imbecile, I say, that has to carry 
ninety pounds of truck around the woods 
with him—say, why don’t you take alon; 
a Pullman car and an opera troupe for 
good meacure ia 

Bing! 

Bam!! 

Pow!!! 

Well, that didn’t settle it; so the march 
of history found Pack and Tump pitching 
off at a tiny station in the mountains of 
northern New Jersey, each with his favor- 
ite rig. They weighed in at the station. 
Pack’s outfit was just about what you 
might expect of a confirmed fusser and a 
woods crank. It weighed just thirty-one 


pounds six ounces and included a tent; 
browse bag; canvas coat, pants and leg- 
gins; wool sweater and long socks; axe; 
ditty bag full of tackle, compass, etc.; 


knife, camera, frying pan and a warbag 
full of vegetables—and his pack was wocl- 
lined and unlaced to make a_ blanket. 
Strapped on top of it and included in the 
thirty-one pounds were two aluminum 
French cooking pots, inside of which were 
six small tin dishes; a tin can holding 
fourteen fresh eggs minus their shells; an- 
other can full of coffee, another holding 
tea, rice and extra matches; a bag of corn- 
meal, another of pancake flour; a hunk of 
codfish, a chunk of bacon, soup capsules, 
a bag of sugar, a screw-top hard-rubber 
vial of salt and a bag of pruues. 

Tump weighed in at thirty-five pounds. 
As became a proper sourdough, he packed 
two six-pound Mackinaw blankets, tiie 
second because of firm convictions that 
Pack and his patent blanket wouid freeze 
the first cold night. The bag was the 
standard North Woods two-pound pack 
bag and as much of it as was not filled 
with blankets held miscellaneous clothing, 
a frying pan, an enamel plate, a stone beer 
mug, four oranges, a cold broiled chicken, 
butter, pilot bread, ginger crackers, moc- 
casins and fishing tackle. He had no tent, 
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no axe and almost no cooking utensils— 
all of which Pack delightedly pointed out 
as they set off on a seven-mile hike, all of 
it uphill and over mountain roads. 

“That don’t signify anything,” retorted 
Tump, “I'll match your tent against my 
extra blanket, which you'll be hollering 
for before to-morrow morning. & 

“Nix on the blanket,” interrupted Pack, 
“unless I take twenty or thirty of them 
along the cold sifts throvgh them and gets 
me as soon as the fire is low. But back 
it up with something impervious like the 
double-nought canvas skin of this pack 
and you have something that will hold the 
heat—see it?” 

Steadily the procession moved along, 
up hill and down dale, mostly forest road 
—as pretty a hike as you could wish for 
and only thirty-six miles from New York 
City. Every half-hour the conspirators 
stopped at some brook or rill to rest five 
minutes, shed superfluous clothing and 
readjust this and that. Both put on tons 
of unnecessary side;—to hear them talk 
no one would surmise that anything more 
substantial than a feather encumbered 
their backs. True, Tump had to grab 
his chin firmly and work it up and down 
with both hands when he wanted to say 
anything; and Pack found his whole star- 
board wing paralyzed from finger-tip to 
shoulder-blade because of a tight pack- 
strap shutting off the blood circulation, 
but this was remedied in the first half- 
mile by letting out the offending strap an 
inch. Towards evening, two hours out 
from Montville the last chain of moun- 
tains had been mastered, and all North- 
western New Jersey lay at their feet, a 
rolling panorama of forest-clad hills be- 
yond which can even be seen at night 
the light from the Madison Square tower 
in New York. Ten hundred and fifty 
feet above the sea is the ridgepole of the 
State, which rises up abruptly above Split- 
rock Lake. 

The hike was over, for, pitching down 
the steep forest trail, the contestants soon 
found themselves on the shores of the 
pretty little lake entirely surrounded with 
forest-clad hills. Neither was particu 
larly tuckered and both ready for any 
further propositions that might come up 
Score one for the thirty-pound weight 
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“PACK CUT THREE SAPLINGS AND PITCHED THE TENT” 


limit, for both, though veteran campers, 
were soft from a winter in the city. Pres- 
ently they found a spring, and Tump set 
off through the woods to hire a boat from 
the Old Man of the Lake, while Pack se- 
lected a camp site, felled three saplings 
and erected the tent, built a stone fireplace 
of the split rocks from which the lake 
takes its name, and organized the culinary 
department. 

“You're a proper Greek, all right,” ob- 
served Tump, returning with the boat; 
“you must have your view and you must 
have your big rock on the north for pro- 
tectionn—or was it because it hides the 
remains of that low-brow camp-site up be- 
yond us?” 

“Villain, you take this aluminum pot 
and fetch me it full of cold spring water,” 
commanded Pack, swelling with the au 
thority of a self-appointed chef. 

Tump, not at all abashed by this dem- 
onstration, passed the entire establishment 
in review, critically and caustically. The 
honor of the North Woods was at stake 


in the face of all these new-fangled con- 
traptions. Revenge came, sweet and 
quick, when the tin dish of tea upset of 
its own accord and put the heart of the 
fire out. “Yah, you Wisconsin sour- 
dough,” burst out Pack wrathfully, cut- 
ting short a roar of laughter with a side- 
swipe from a billet of firewood, “are we 
ever going to get that pail of spring wa- 
ter? By yimminy Chrissmus, we are, you 
know, if I can find a stick that is stout 
enough——”’ 

Tump vanished. 

“Take ’em off, we know you now,” 
floated back over the rock. 

Presently he returned with the full pail 
of ice-cold spring water. 

“Good medicine,” he averred, setting it 
down guardedly, just inside the corner of 
the tent. 

“Good Indian?” queried Pack with a 
significant move towards a billet of fire- 
wood. 

“Plenty good,” propitiated Tump. “Eat 
a heap.” 
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“TUMP” 


“Ugh—ugh! Good. Feed—'um citron 
ella so can find um in the dark.” 

They settled down amicably’ before the 
roaring fire and soon partook of a light 
lunch consisting of a whole broiled 
chicken, a heap of fried spuds, a gallon of 
tea, a dozen pilot biscuits and two oranges. 
After which light repast a playful hour 
was spent raking leaves into Pack’s 
browse-bag, one pile being placed at 
Tump’s disposal along the starboard side 
of the tent and the other left in the bag 
where it couldn’t spread all over the lot. 

This browse-bag, by the way, consisted 
of two yards of waterproofed 8-oz. duck 
canvas for the bottom and two yards of 
unbleached muslin for the top, weighing 
1% pounds. 

‘ Tump spread out his blanket No. 1 and 
tucked it around his leaf pile. 

“Here, flag that!” objected Pack. 
“You're only entitled to one blanket; the 


other is credited against the tent—for- 
get it.” 

“This one’ll do to make a neat bed and 
keep my leaves under me; the other to 
wrap up in,” explained Tump naively. 

“Fend! Fingers crossed!” 

“T’ll tell you what we’ll do with it, old 
top,’ bantered Tump, rolling up in his 
second blanket; “this’ll be a handy way 
to keep this one warm for you until you 
begin to die of cold and put up a yell 
for it.” 

Pack put on two more logs of night 
wood. “Tump, yo’ keep yo’ eye on dis 
niggah. I’s gwine to proceed wif mah 
ante-morphine operations,” he advised. 

Tump looked on curiously. First Pack 
divested him of the cruiser moccasins; 
next his heavy wool socks. Then he 
reached into the pack-sack and waved a 
second pair of socks in the air. 

“Blanket for your feet, you'll observe,” 
he remarked, putting them on. 

“What if it’s too cold for them to keep 
your feet warm?” objected Tump. 

“Put on the other pair,—two blankets,” 
snapped Pack. 

“Shucks! I’ve seen it when seven of 
them wouldn’t do. I te!l you you have 
to let one foot keep the other warm. It’s 
just like a glove and a mitten.” 

“That’s what they all say,” retorted 
Pack, “but it don’t work out in practice. 
Peary’s crowd in the Arctic didn’t find it 
so, and they got away from the blanket - 
entirely. What Borup calls ‘the niftiness 
of their costume’ consisted in its convert- 
ibility into a first-class sleeping rig. For 
their feet they pulled on socks of the fur 
of the Arctic hare; amidships went a piece 
of 2x4-foot fur, the only thing resem- 
bling a blanket that they were burdened 
with. This protected their thighs and 
their vitals, reaching from the top of the 
socks to well above the waist line. All 
the upper end of the scenery was presided 
over by ihe same fur jacket that they 
wore by day, the only change being that 
its waist pucker-string was drawn tight to 
discourage air currents and the hood pulled 
up over one’s head. 

“Now, pipe my game,” continued Pack, 
unlacing his sack as he talked. “Here's 
that piece of 2x 4 fur, only it’s wool quilt- 
ing backed by heavy canvas—a pretty {fair 
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substitute, and incidentally it’s the hottest 
thing I ever got around me.” 

“How are you going to make it stay 
on?” queried Tump. 

“Lace her on—like this,” retorted Pack, 
suiting the action to the word. 

“All right; how about the upper works ?” 

“This sweater’ll do for to-night,” quoth 
Pack, “as the weather’s very mild. It’s 
at least the equivalent of your single blan- 
ket. But what reserve have you for cold 
nights? Your only answer is, more blan- 
kets——more weight,—while mine is this.” 
He put on his coat as he spoke, and over 
it again a canvas shooting coat. “Here's 
more of your day equipment doing duty at 
night,” said he, taking off both coats to- 
gether. “Here is wool backed by imper- 
vious canvas again; get your shoulder in 
here and it tucks around as well as any 
blanket and is as thick as any three of 
them.” 

“Yes, but you miss the warm air spaces 
retained by a continuous sheet of covering 
such as a blanket gives,” objected Tump. 

“You mean such as three blankets give,” 
bantered Pack. “Oh, I’ve been there,— 
many a night,—shivering under a single 
blanket where those warm air spaces you 
speak of were so cold that I dreamt I 
was a trussed chicken in an ice-box. If 
you have two or three blankets it’s better, 
but they would fill that bag of yours to the 
neck. Say, you don’t realize the thickness 
of covering that this rig gives;—look at 
those socks, equal to at least two blankets ; 
—look at that wool and canvas unlaced 
pack, you vouldn’t match it for warmth 
with three blankets ;—look at the sweater 
and two coats !—git away, kid, I’m warm 
now, and comfortable, where I used to be 
cold and miserable without a night fire, 
and yet I’m ’way ahead of where I used 
to be both in weight and bulk. Good- 
night !” 

“Say, bo, why don’t you turn your pack 
lengthwise and lace it to your browse-bag ; 
—then you’d have something,” suggested 
Tump. 

“D n good idea, old top,” agreed 
Pack sleepily. ‘“There’s a whole lot that 
can be worked up in combination with 
that browse-bag,—a crackin’ good bed can 
be made of it with two side poles nailed 
to logs at each end and canvas loops or 
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lacing around the poles;—but this is 
enough for the present. Good-night.” 

The next morning, after a light break- 
fast of bacon and eggs, coffee and plenti- 
ful flapjacks, they started business with 
pickerel on a rising market. Pack, being 
an ardent devotee of the grooved bore, 
knew nothing whatever of bait casting, 
which defect in his education Tump pro 
ceeded to repair. 

“Just take it easy,” he admonished, “just 
as if you were tossing an apple off the end 
of a stick.” 

Pack swiped vigorously with a five-foot 
casting rod and the pork minnow and spin- 
ner soared zenithwards. Almost instantly 
there was a sharp balk in the reel, the bait 
stopped dead in midair and tumbled to the 
water. 

“Nice back-lash,” commented Tump 
cheerfully; “did you thumb it at all? 
You always want to keep a light thumb- 
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pressure on the reel so it will not spin 
faster than the bait takes the line out. 
And always spool your line with the left 
thumb as you reel in so that it will lie flat 
and even on the reel drum. If you let it 
bunch up anywhere it’s sure to run out 
under your thumb and free the reel and 
you get a back-lash. Try again.” 

Pack fired the bait heavenwards a sec- 
ond time and appeared to be in a fair way 
to make his first long cast, but suddenly 
the bait stopped and fell dead to the water. 
‘What's the matter this time?” he queried. 

“Didn’t follow your bait with the tip of 
the rod and so you got a slack and a 
back-lash,” advised Tump. “Be careful 
about picking out that back-lash or you'll 
—Quick! Strike! You’ve got a pick- 
ere] !” 

Pack looked up from his snarl to per- 
ceive a long’ green-yellow creature 
pouncing on the pork minnow. 


“Here! Come back with that!” he 


“It’s the only good piece of 


” 


whooped. 
pork in camp 

“Reel him in, you human ant!” yelled 
Tump, as the pickerel discovered his mis- 
take and began doing loop-the-loops all 
over the bait. 

“Jinks! I thought I was doing fine to 
hang on to our end of the pork as it 
is si 

“Don’t sit there and grin like a stone 
billiken. Horse him in, damn it——’ 

“Wait till I get through with this back 
lash,” chirped Pack; “one thing at a——” 

“Listen to the ossified mummy !” choked 
Tump desperately as the pickerel tore past 
him. “Give me that rod.” 

“Yes, but officer,—quit it; I’m playing 
him——” 

“Playing him! He’ll come up and stand 
that hook on your ear if you don’t do 
something.” 

“Here he comes now!” gritted Pack tri 
umphantly as the pickerel made a dash for 
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the boat. He reeled in savagely, snarls 
and all, jerked up the tip of the rod and 
snaked out a long shovel-nosed contortion- 
ist. “There! How’s that for a pick ¥ 

But it’s often that way, when amateurs 
get adopted by hungry pickerel. The crea- 
ture gave a sharp rap on the gunwale, 
slatted the hook off into the boat, and 
beat it for a previous engagement in the 
rathskeller below. 

“Say!” gasped Tump, “/’m going to 
have heart-failure if you try to land an- 
other fish that way,—why didn’t you set 
the hook, dummy, if you were going to let 
him do four whole turns around the boat 
while he said his prayers?” 

Pack opened his innocent coral lips in- 
quiringly. “Well, now, Tumpy, old scout, 
if you’d only suggested something of the 
sort when you were touching off all those 
verbal fireworks a while back, maybe I’d 
have made a. noise like a pickerel. But 
look out, you, I’m going to sing the sec- 
ond verse.” 

He swiped valiantly with the rod and 
this time made, as beginners sometimes do, 
a beautiful cast. The minnow alighted 
directly in front of a stump on shore and 
Pack started it back for the boat as instan- 
taneously as any veteran. 

“Good work!” commended Tump. “Gol- 
ly, that cast deserves a str—Set the hook, 
you wooden Indian, he’s on—he’s on! 
Horse him in, lobster fish! Lookout, give 
him time! Now he’s coming for the boat, 
—now,—bring him right on over,—that’s 
the cheese, old scout——” And they were 
the proud possessors of as ugly a shovel- 
snouted pirate as ever waved a fin. 

The lake was alive with small pickerel 
and the fish market did a roaring business, 
running up to about 2% pounds. There 
were plenty of large-mouth bass but only 
one was taken, as they were mostly spawn- 
ing. By the end of the day there were ten 
pickerel in the boat and Pack was a con- 
verted bait caster. 

“This bait-casting game is some pickles, 
believe me,” quoth he; “it’s just as inter- 
esting to the man at the oars as to the 
caster. That doggone minnow’s in sight 
all the time, and, say, it’s just as much fun 
to make a pretty cast as to take a fish. But 
did you ever have a more awkward pupil, 
Tumpy ?” 
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“Sure,” said Tump encouragingly, “he 
was a one-armed Catholic priest that never 
saw a rod in his life before, and had gout 
in his elbow y 

“Whoops my dear, I’m a pinwheel!” 
yelled Pack, “for that we'll all go over- 
board!” and he upset the boat forthwith. 

They stayed four days, trouting and bait- 
casting in alternate streaks. Pack’s cook- 
ing kit held a week’s provisions when they 
started out. When ready to go home it 
held two weeks’, as the larder filled up a 
good deal faster than they could eat it out. 
Tump was completely converted on the 
original controversy of Tump-line vs. Pack 
Strap, except for canoeing. 

“Packy, you human insect, I'll admit 
that you’ve got there a rippin’ good litt’e 
rig for a hike or a tramp in these lati- 
tudes, and if you turn your patent blanket 
lengthwise and lace it to your browse- 
bag she’d do all right for a Northern 
winter. But for a canoe trip ;—listen: 
This very pack-bag of mine was out with 
me on a canoe trip down a Canadian river. 
We got upset in heavy water and saved 
ourselves and the canoe, but our bags went 
floating off down the stream. It was two 
days before we found mine,—floating up- 
right in the backwaters of a big eddy. 
Everything inside——camera, duffle, blank- 
ets, grub,—was as dry as a bone, yet she 
had been forty-eight hours in the water 
That’s worth the extra weight of the bag, 
and especially one hundred miles to 
hellandgone beyond the nearest rails.” 

On the morning of the last day the dis- 
mal business of striking camp was per- 
formed in silence, but after a merry hike 
of seven miles they boarded the train at 
Boontown. 

As a footnote, it might be well to add 
that Pack’s condensed egg can scheme 
turned out to be surprisingly good. It 
amounted to virtually fourteen fresh eggs 
without their shells in a three-inch can, 
five inches high with a pressed tin top. 
Not only was egg-white in any desired 
quantity available at a minute’s notice to 
dip fish in preparatory to rolling them in 
cornmeal, but the yolks kept intact in 
spite of the jouncing of the tramp, so 
that a nest of fried eggs sunnyside up 
or a dish of omelettes could be had any 
time. 
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$2000.00 Prize Fishing Contest 








STORIES OF THE TAKING OF THE 
RECORD FISH 


Brook Trout, June Class 
BY THE WINNERS 


Herman B. Christian, 5 lbs. 11 oz.; L. W. Arthur, 4 lbs.; Julius S. Erich, 3lbs 8 oz. 


Fooling the Old Master 


BY HERMAN B. CHRISTIAN, FIRST PRIZE 


WINNER 


HE 3d of June found me on the beau- 
Tis Neversink, which is one of the 
most famous trout streams in the 
State of New York. The trout were not 
biting very well, and I had to work pretty 
hard for what few I got, but as I am a 
guide and well acquainted with the stream 
I never get discouraged, and I generally 
get a few. 
As I was fishing down the stream about 
a half mile north of Woodbourne, Sullivan 
County, New York, I came to a beautiful 
pool where I was sure there were some 
very fine trout, and at the first cast | made 
I hooked a brown trout about 8 inches 
long. As I was reeling him in I saw 
something after him, so let up on the line 
and it went away, so I went ahead reeling 
him in again. I then saw that there was 
a large fish after the small one which I 
had hooked but he wouldn’t take him, only 
bite him and spit him out again. I stood 
perfectly still and this large fish came 


within 10 or 12 feet of me, when he darted 
back down the pool. I kept an eye on 
him and noted that he went and placed 
himself by the side of a rock where the 
water was about 4 feet deep. I didn’t 
want to disturb him for a while, for I was 
sure he had seen me, and if I tried to catch 
him he would move away from the rock 
where he was resting, and I would not 
see him again that day. So I took a few 
steps backward to the shore and com- 
menced to think how to catch the shy, 
hungry old fellow—I say hungry, I 
thought he must be hungry, running 
around with an §8-inch trout in his 
mouth. 

Well, after I had thought a while I 
went to the lower end of the pool and 
commenced to fish, hoping that no other 
fisherman would come down or up the 
river for some time. After fishing for 
about an hour, I went to the edge of the 
stream and took out my box of flies, 
among which was a very nice Wickham’s 
fancy fly, tied on No. 10 long-shank Hall 
turn-up eyed hook. I crossed the stream 
from where I stood and started for the 
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large one I had seen in the upper end of 
the pool. 

Now, I didn’t want the old fellow to see 
me, and by crossing the river I would be 
behind the rock from him. I walked very 
carefully until I thought I was within 
about 40 feet of where he lay, when I 
commenced to get out my line, and after I 
considered enough line to be out I dropped 
it very carefully on the water. Not a stir 
did I see, so I thought I didn’t get it quite 
far enough up the stream, and, picking up 
my line, I dried my fly and placed it about 
a foot farther up the stream. It no more 
than struck the water before I saw the 
trout after it, and I no sooner saw him 
after it than he had it and he had it good 
and fast. Well, then the fight began, and 
I was looking all the while for him to 
break water, but he didn’t and after about 
20 minutes of good, hard fighting I had 
the most beautiful fish I ever saw in my 
net. He was a brook trout, while I sup- 
posed him a brown one all this time, and, 
after carrying him all day from about 11 
a.m. until after dark, he measured 21% 
inches in length and 12% inches in girth 
and weighed 5 pounds and 6 ounces. I am 
sure this fish would have weighed 2 or 3 
ounces more when I caught him.* 

This was a male fish, and very beautiful 


[Allowance for shrinkage, 5 oz.—Ep.] 
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NEVERSINK RIVER, N. Y. 
in color. His back and upper sides were 
a nice greenish cast, with a handsome 
sprinkling of red spots and his lower sides 
were silvery, turning to pink, while his 
stomach was a little black on each side. 
I used a Chubb rod, 10 feet in length, 
weight 7 ounces, which is a very good one, 
and a 30-yard double tapered Intrinsic fly 
line, size E. A!so a good assortment of 
flies and a featherlight reel, though some- 
times I use minnows. 

If any of you fellows who read Frie.p 
AND STREAM feel like trying your luck in 
the Neversink for a day or two come and 
see me. We have the fish. 


The Fight Among the Rocks and Shallows 
BY L. W. ARTHUR, SECOND PRIZE 
WINNER 


I had been an unusually long and cold 
sinter in the northern counties of New 

York State, where the winters are, at 
best, severe, and the first bit of springlike 
weather made its advent simultaneously 
with the opening of the brook trout sea- 
son. The lure of the stream was toc 
strong to be resisted, so, accordingly, in 
party with three others, I started for Long 
Pond, a delightful, restful spot coupled 
with remarkable brook trout possibilities, 
situated in the foothills of the Adirondacks. 
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Arriving at the homelike hotel sur- 
rounded by cottages for roomers I found 
that many from quite remote points had 
preceeded me; in all there were about 
forty fishermen. Even tales of fishing ex- 
periences in these waters failed to arouse 
enthusiasm, for the thermometer was sink- 
ing, a cold, forbidding rain was falling, 
and the incomers from the lake whose pis- 
catorial records were well established, 
made detours through the brush and trees 
to avoid the questioning throng on the 
front veranda. As I held the trout record 
for the previous season, having caught 
one weighing four pounds and five ounces, 
I half regretted that I had not rested on 
my former laurels rather than make an- 
other attempt. This was but brief, how- 
ever, for when I boarded the little skiff 
with my tackle it was a joy just to be 
there. Returning that night after several 
hours’ effort with no result, I retired early 
and slept soundly. Arising early I found 
the weather most discouraging for fishing. 
That day general topics were discussed, 
but fishing seldom alluded to, for many 
were leaving for their homes with little 
besides a well-developed hatred for the 
weather man, and I, too, must return the 
next day. 

I arose early and found every prospect 
pleasing, parties were forming and depart- 
ing in various directions. With one of 
our party and a guide I fished about for 
some time with indifferent luck, ‘then the 
guide suggested that we go to the rifts. 
So, going into the outlet of the ponds, 
which is the Oswegatchie River, we tried 
our luck on the two upper rifts, where we 
caught five, averaging about one pound. 
One of the party landed to try his luck on 
the second rift, while the guide and I pro- 
ceeded to the third and last accessible 
possibility. This is really a swift rapids, 
where there was once a dam, but it has 
rotted away so that there are left only a 
few timbers. The guide landed me about 
one hundred feet above the head of the rap- 
ids on the left bank. I walked down, and, 
standing on a rock, nearly in mid-stream, 
let my bait down with the current. I was 
still paying out when I had a strike and 
captured a trout weighing about three- 
quarters of a pound. Much encouraged, I 
selected my best bait, a large night-crawl- 
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er, and again let my line down. After 
about one hundred feet of line was out, 
and I had kept it moving in and out for 
about ten minutes, I felt an unusual tug, 
and was sure that it was a large fish. The 
water tumbled over large boulders at this 
point, and, when I had barely started to 
reel in, the fish swung around one of these 
rocks so I could only hold him there till 
he was again in open water. The guice 
had the landing net with him across the 
stream, where he was trying for minnows 
in a small eddy, but, seeing my plight, he 
called over, asking if I did not need help. 
I told him that I thought that I could 
manage all right. The fish, again free, 
came upstream with such rapidity that I 
had to use both rod and reel to keep the 
line taut, but he again swung back, and 
with the aid of the current pulled so hard 
that I must pay out to him for fear of 
breaking the tackle; but I felt more se- 
cure inasmuch as I had a “Bristol” pole of 
the Henshall type with agate guides, a 
“Senate” black line and a “Climax” reel. 
He see-sawed in and out among the rocks 
with such celerity that it was with diffi- 
culty that I retained my balance, but each 
time I reeled in a little more line than I 
paid out, till I had brought him within 
sight, when I called to the guide to bring 
the net as quickly as possible, but to do 
this he must loosen the boat, come across 
and walk down to where I was. This he 
did hurriedly, but even so, it seemed a 
very long time, for I must hold the fish in 
shallow water among the rocks while 
standing on most uncertain footing. Great 
was my relief when the guide had scooped 
him into the net and held him free from 
the water. I found I had hooked him very 
securely, just back of ‘the jaw bone. He 
was unusually dark, almost of a purple 
hue along the back. He was so beautifully 
speckled with red spots along the side as 
to make him a truly handsome specimen. 

Arriving at the hotel the first man to 
share my enthusiasm was one of the true 
worshipers of God's first Temple, The 
Groves. He approached and with sight 
less eyes took my speckled prize in his 
hands and saw in his mind’s eye all the 
beauty which we beheld. For many years 
he had come annually to this delightful 
spot during the fishing season. When he 














first came he saw as we do, but an unfor- 
tunate gunshot had blinded his sight for- 
ever, but did not, as is often the case, blind 
his appreciation of the pleasures of life. 

\Ve then made use of the scales and 
found the trout weighed exactly four 
pounds, the largest since my catch in May, 
igto. Arriving home I made a plaster 
cast of my catch, and shall shortly have 
the natural colors of this beautiful speci- 
men reproduced as nearly as it is possible 
for the artificial to duplicate the natural. 
Placed in my home it will make bright and 
reflective many an hour, and perhaps will 
remain a mute evidence of a fast-disap- 
pearing race brought about by the in- 
creasing demolition of the forests which 
is exhausting the trout streams. 


Caught This One Trolling 
BY JULIUS S. ERICH, WINNER OF THIRD 
PRIZE 


AM a fly fisherman, pure and simple, 
| sitions I like fishing in every form. 

I have caught almost every kind of 
fish, from tarpon down to the smallest 
kinds, but I love fly fishing with a single 
fly. 

Ross Hayes, who has been my guide for 
thirty-one years, and knows all my fail- 
ings, was sitting in the leanto at the edge 
of the lake, as though he was thinking 
out one of the greatest of problems, when 
he suddenly said: “I have an idea. If we 
go to Amber Lake this morning, I will 
show you a big trout that will surprise 
you. 

By the way, Amber Lake is about three- 
quarters of a mile long and wide, and 
although there are quantities of trout in 
it, we have been catching them there only 
on the fly, and our fishing then is later in 
the season, July and August. The lake is 
full of lily pads and on warm days is al- 
ways full of deer, who come down from 
the woods to get away from the flies and 
eat the pads. 

I knew Ross had some new idea, so I 
said: “I’m game. Show me your new 
stunt.” When we got to the lake, Ross 
took the rod and put on a small pearl 
spoon, and, a few inches below, a bunch 
of worms on a small hook. I made no 
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remarks, but I did a heap of thinking. 

“I am going to paddle you in the open 
water, and we are going to try trolling 
on this lake,” said Ross as we got into the 
small Adirondack canoe. “I have been 
thinking of this all night, and I feel sure 
there must be large trout in this lake. It 
stands to reason, the trout cannot get out 
of it, and there has been great fishing here 
for over fifty years.” 

He looked so serious and wise that I 
did not like to worry him, although I 
thought he had them again. The last time 
I offered him a drink from my flask he 
refused it. “I drink only on two occa- 
sions—when we kill a deer, and when we 
don't.” At any rate, to get down to busi- 
ness, we had not trolled for over ten min- 
utes before I got a strike and landed a 
two-pound trout. Ross was so happy that 
I had trouble keeping him quiet. I was 
afraid we would roll into the lake. Sud- 
denly I felt a heavy thug! But it was the 
bottom of the lake. I began to chaff Ross 
and told him that it was a stray fish we 
caught, and had better go home, when 
suddenly I felt another heavy thug, and I 
began to reel in. Ross said: “You are on 
bottom.” 

“T may be, but the bottom is moving 
mighty lively,” I retorted. And so it did. 
I could not nove the fish when he stopped, 
because he sulked and I was afraid of 
breaking the light rod. At last he came to 
the surface. Ross quickly put the net 
under him, and was the most pleased in- 
dividual I have seen in many a day. 

“By gum, he must weigh five pounds!” 
he whooped, gloating over him. He could 
hardly wait until we got home. How he 
did make me hustle over the carry to 
camp! We saw two deer over the carry, 
but we did not have time for anything 
—we wanted to get the scales. We were 
somewhat disappointed when we found the 
fish weighed full three and a half pounds, 
but we had the satisfaction of knowing we 
caught the largest trout ever taken on 
Amber Lake, and Ross will never get over 
the fact that he showed me something 
new in the way of catching trout. 

I had to admit I had a fine morning’s 
fishing—but, oh! you fly fishing!! 
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Epitor’s Note:—Next month will be the prize Small Mouth Bass and prize Weakfish, June Class. No 
salt water fisherman should miss these stories as they are the greatest narrat ves ever published. 














‘ROUNDS OF TILE COLUMBUS GUN CLUB 


THE GRAND AMERICAN HANDICAP 
TRAP TOURNAMENT 


A REPORT IN WHICH EVERY LOVER OF THE EXHILARATING GAME OF 
TRAPSHOOTiNG WILL BE INTERESTED 


BY DAVID 


T is somewhat of a proposition to 


write very much of “human interest” 
into a story of a trap-shooting tour- 


To the looker-on there is much 
of a sameness in the even‘s as the shoot 


nament. 


progresses, and, while he may appreciate 
the skill displayed by the contestants, he 
is apt to wonder why any of the clay 
birds escape unbroken. In the old-time 
days of chivalry things were different. A 
joust between two knights armed cap-d- 
pie had the element of danger to life or 
li I 


imb, which held the attention of the spec- 


keenest interest 


tator and aroused his 
lhis element of danger is found in some 


] 


of our present-day sports, and contests in 


these sports always attract a multitude of 
spectators 


The day is slowly approaching 


H. EATON 


when the general sport-loving public will 
understand 
physical endurance required by each indi 
vidual contestant in a big tournament, and 
he great nervous strain under which he 
labors from start to finish. When this 
day arrives we may look for crowds of 
pectators approaching in size those which 
now assemble at the ball games, and auto 
races. 

Trapshooting is a sport in which the 
ladies may join with beneficial results, 
and more of them are becoming inter 
ested each year, joining their husbands, 
brothers or sweethearts on the firing line 
and not infrequently displaying such skill 
as to defeat them. Not long ago, at a 
tournament in the Northwest, a squad of 


more fully the amount of 
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five lady amateurs participated, and- elic- 
ited much favorable comment by their skill 
in smashing the clays. The sport is most 
democratic, millionaire and poor man, em- 
ployer and employee, meeting on a foot- 
ing of perfect equality, and discussing 
questions of guns, ammunition, and other 
subjects of interest to sportsmen with a 
freedom untainted by the slightest sem- 
blance of class prejudice. 

The first step towards popularizing trap- 
shooting was undoubtedly taken when 
glass balls were introduced as a substitute 
for live birds at the traps. This sport 
flourished to a considerable extent, and a 
number of sportsmen acquired phenomenal 
skill, prominent among them being Captain 
A. H. Bogardus and Dr. Carver. But it 
was not until 1880, when George Ligow- 
sky, of Cincinnati, Ohio, invented the clay 
target (or pigeon), and a trap for throw- 
ing the same, that the sport really began 
to grow. Since that time it has reached 
proportions undreamed of by the old time 
devotees. The improvements in traps and 
in the manufacture of targets, have re- 
sulted in a cheapening of the cost of each, 
and this has also been a potent factor in 
the growth of the sport. 

The Interstate Association, organized a 
number of years ago, having for its main 
object “the promotion of trapshooting,” 
has never failed to push the game in every 
legitimate way possible, and is entitled to 
“point with pride” at the results attained. 
The Grand American Handicap at targets 
was inaugurated by the association in 1900, 
and was a success from the start, the at- 
tendance growing steadily, until it has 
reached a point never equalled by any 
trap shooting tournament in the world. 

The twelfth Grand American Handicap 
ended on June 23. Whatever record is 
inscribed on the books of the secretary 
of the Interstate Association, the twelfth 
annual will live in the memory of those 
present as the very best one of the series. 
It is rather hard to say why there should 
be this general feeling; it was not because 
of the absolute lack of friction in pulling 
off the events, for this is the usual con- 
dition with Manager Shaner at the helm. 
The weather may have been responsible, 
for it was certainly glorious. Not a drop 
of rain during the entire week, scarcely 
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a cloud in the sky, and the summer heat 
tempered each day by a breeze, which, 
at no time was sufficiently strong to in- 
terfere with the flight of the targets. 
Then, too, there seemed to be even more 
than usual of the spirit of good-fellow- 
ship—more getting together and talking 
it over; more display of the unselfish spirit 
which is honestly glad of the success of a 
fellow contestant, and where these things 
are present, no tournament can fall short 
of success. 

The handicap was held at Columbus, 
Ohio, on the grounds of the Columbus 
Gun Club, beginning on June 20 and being 
brought to a successful termination on 
June 23. This tournament is so organized 
and perfected in every department, that, 
besides being an event of keen competition, 
it is a most valuable school of instruction 
for club officers and members in the art of 
conducting a tournament in an up-to-date 
manner. Mr. Elmer E. Shaner, who has 
developed the affair to its present state of 
perfection, is a past master in the art of 
handling large numbers of shooters with a 
minimum of friction. 

The selection of the Columbus grounds 
was one which a large majority of the 
shooters approved. The grounds are 
large, there is a clear sky background, and 
the accommodations are ample for the 
comfort of 500 shooters, in case of stormy 
weather. The accessibility of the grounds 
is another strong point in favor of the 
Columbus location; a 20-minute ride 
through the beautiful suburb of Arlington 
brings the shooter to the end of the car 
line, and within a few yards of the club 
house. The experience gained by the 
club in 1908, when the ninth G. A. H. 
was held here, was put to good use, and 
resulted in nothing being left undone by 
Supt. Lon Fisher which would aid in the 
smooth running of the tournament. 

The week’s sport began on Monday, the 
19th, which is known as practice day, and 
many of the contestants availed themselves 
of the opportunity to get a line on the 
traps, and familiarize themselves with the 
surroundings. There is an important fac- 
tor in tournament shooting which is not 
often realized by the contestant. A shoot- 
er, who, on his home grounds in club 
events, scores well up in the 90’s week 
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after week, is surprised to find his number 
of “lost” targets increase when he takes 
part in the G. A. H., even if he is left on 
16-yard mark. He does not stop to think 
that at home he shoots over one trap, the 
peculiarities of which have become per- 
fectly familiar to him, while in the large 
tournament he faces five different traps in 
shooting at 100 targets. No two traps, 
however finely adjusted, will throw targets 
exactly alike, and he will likely miss one or 
two before he catches onto the cause of his 


failures to score. The difference may be 


extremely slight, but still it 1 
throw him off for two or three shots. He 


enough to 


may have been used to traps in a pit with 
low roof, almost level with the ground, and 
find traps at the tournament with a roof 
two or three feet high, or vice versa; it 
bothers him, and he does not stay with any 
one trap long enough to get used to the 
conditions. Or one trap may be a trifle 
faster or slower in delivering targets after 
the call “pull.” 
ings are strange, and the 
nervous strain of shooting in such competi- 
tion, with the presence of a large crowd, 
tend to throw him out of form. If he 
holds well up to his average under these 


Then, again, the surround- 
xcltement and 


conditions, he is going some, and need not 
be ashamed nor discouraged because he 
does not land a winner. 


ice day progral) Was the ame 


[he prac 


as last; four events at 20 single 





this year 
targets each and one at 10 pairs, in the 
morning, and the same repeated in the 
Entrance in each event, $2.00 





afternoon. 
An unusually large number of shooters took 


part in the practice this year, 107 starting 


| 

in the morning program, and 162 in the 
afternoon. Many of the shooters did not 
get to the grounds until late, and so put in 
their time visiting, entering the afternoon 
events. The shooting was all from 16 
yards, and, as the weather conditions were 
plendid, some fine scores were made. The 
event at doubles was placed in the middle 
of the program, and this served to prevent 
iny long run The professionals had 
things all their own way, both morning 
nd afternoon, and they deserved the hon 
ors, which was all they could get. Lester 
German, and H. H. Stevens divided first 
lace the morning with 98, the former’s 
wo lost targets being in the doubles, while 





the latter lost one in the first event and on 
in the doubles. J. M. Hawkins was clos 
after the leaders, and got second, with 97; 
then came C. G. Spencer and J. S. Day 
with 96 each. The amateurs started in 
where the profs. left off, their high man 
being J. R. Graham, with 95. Joe Bart 
came next, with 93, closely followed by 
Guy Dering, J. S. Speer, H. Dixon and C 
C. Collins, with 92 each. 

In the afternoon event Lester German 
dropped only one target, in the doubles, 
and got in high place with 99; G. L. Lyon 
and J. R. Taylor, 97 each; Fred Gilbert, 
96, and C.- G. Spencer, 95. The only 
straight made in the doubles was by Fred 
Gilbert. The amateurs finished in pairs 
J. R. Graham and J. S. Young being in 
first place with 95 each; F. G. Fuller and 
F. W. McNeir, 94 each; Mark Arie and 
A. K. Warren, 93 each. 

Lester German was high man for the 
day, scoring 197 out of 200 targets, all of 
his misses being in the events at doubles; 
C. G. Spencer, 191; H. H. Stevens and J. 
R. Taylor, 189 each. The amateurs were 
headed by J. R. Graham, with 190; J. S. 
Young, 188; H. Dixon, 184; F. G. Fuller 
and J. K. Nolder, 182 each. In the morn- 
ing there were 31 scores of go or better, 
out of 107, or nearly 30 per cent. of the 
shooters getting into the go per cent. class. 

In the afternoon somewhat higher scores 
were made, a little over 21 per cent. of the 
162 getting What proved to 
be the squad record of the week was made 
this day. Squad 19, W. A. Wiedelusch, F. 
Gs. Bills, Ed O’Brien, H. Clark, and H. H 
Stevens breaking 100 straight in the fourth 
event. 


go or better. 


The event at doubles spoiled more 
than one good score. One contestant who 
went out with only 2 of the singles missed, 
dropped to 8 in the pairs. Others missed 
from II to 17 in this event, who made 
good showings at the singles. 

Tuesday, the first day of the tourna 
ment, gave an indication of what was to 
be expected for the balance of the week 
The early cars to the grounds were crowd 
ed, and before 9 o'clock, when the firing 
started, 26g shooters had entered for the 
five 20-target events of the programme. 
lhe entrance fee was $10.00; added money 


30.00 in each event; purses divided Ros« 


ystem, 8, 5, 3, 2. The squads were divided 





spit 































2 
= 





into sections, a system of handling large 
numbers of shooters devised by Mr. 
Shauer, and which has been found ex- 
tremely valuable in running a big tourna- 
ment. There were 54 squads in all, which 
made four sections of eleven squads each, 
and one of ten squads. Squads I to II 
were in Section 1; 12 to 22 in Section 2, 
and soon. As soon as all the squads in a 
section have completed an event, the sec- 
tion moves to the next trap for the next 
event. Section 2 finished the fifth event on 
trap one; Section 3 on trap 2, and so on. 
This does away with the former practice 
of a squad shooting 100 targets down the 
iine, and brings all the squads to the finish 
at practically the same time. The sections 
were timed to-day, and it was found tliat 
cily ten minutes separated the first anc 
fifth sections. The first section finished at 
4:25, the second and third sections at 4:26; 
the fourth at 4:27, and the fifth at 4:35. 
We noted with interest the presence of 
several former winners of the G. A. H., 
who still remain in the game, and are do- 
ing good work, though they have never 
duplicated their former victory. First of 
these was Rolla O. Heikes, the winner of 
the first handicap in 1900, and the on!v 
professional who has ever succeeded in 
capturing first honors in this blue-ribbon 
event. F. E. Rogers, 1906; J. J. Blanks, 
1907; Fred Harlow, 1908, and Fred Shat- 
tuck, 1909, were also in evidence. The 
weather conditions were perfect, and high 
scores were the rule. In fact, we believe 
a reord was made, as 159, or Over 59 per 
cent. of the 269 shooters, made scores of 
yo or better, divided as follows: 24 scores 
of 90; 6 of 91; 22 of 92; 25 of 93; 16 of 
94; 19 of 95; 13 of 96; 12 of 97; 4 of 98; 
6 of 99, and 2 of 100. This showing on 
the first day was productive of various pre- 
dictions at the score which would win on 
Tuesday, and none set it below 98 A 
noticeable feature of the day was the large 
number of ladies among the crowd of spec- 
tators which witnessed the sport. Mrs. 
Topperwein, the only lady contestant, was 
the recipient of much attention, and her 
work on the firing line was well worth 
watching. She finished in fourth place 
with eleven others on a score of 97. 
Another familiar face was that of 
Luther J. Squier, of Pittsburg. The shoot- 
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ers all know Luther as the inventor of the 
money-back system, devised for the pro- 
tection of those amateur shooters who are 
still in the “also ran” class at tournaments. 
The system has worked out successfully, 
and is becoming more popular. 

The Hon. T. A. Marshall, Chief Long- 
Talk, helped to add to the entertainment 
of the visitors. He is some shot, and full 
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MR. HARVEY DIXON, WINNER GRAND AMERI- 
CAN HANDICAP 
of amusing stories. A bunch of laughing 
shooters always means that Tom is the 
center of the group, and has just relieved 

himself of a story or an anecdote. 

The amateurs and professionals divided 
first honors on the opening day of the tour- 
nament, J. R. Livingston, of Springville, 
Ala., an amateur, and J. M. Hawkins, of 
Baltimore, Md., a professional, each scor- 
I Following the leader of 
the amateurs, came Harvey Dixon, with 


ing 100 straight. 


99, Jay Graham, with 98, and J. S. Young 
red Harlow, L. A. Gates and J. A. Blunt, 
with 97 each 

rhe professionals had a number of high 
ones, who shot a close race with Hawkins, 
and who were only one target short of a 
perfect score; J. R. Taylor, George Max 
well, H. Clark, W. Handerson and W. R. 
Crosby each broke 99, J. S. Day and W. H. 
Heer 98 each. The shooting of George 
Maxwell is little short of marvelous. His 


left arm has been taken off as the result of 


a gun accident, but he handles his gun with 
one hand, loading and firing as quickly as 
any of his more fortunate competitors, and 
with a skill which most of them could be 
glad to emulate. He is an object of much 


s 


interest to the spectators, and is 


always 

sure of a large gallery wlien hi 
‘ : 

up. Besides the long run 


squad is 
of the leaders 
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‘veral other very good ones were made 
H. Clark, J. R. Taylor and George Max 


well broke 98, 97 and 83 respectfully before 


missing, and Fred Shattuck, 80. 

The preliminary handicap occurred on 
Wednesday, and had 336 entries and 335 
starters, a somewhat larger number than 
last year. The weather was again perfect, 
but the deadly work of the handicapping 
committee showed its effects, the percent- 
shooters to reach the go per cent. 
mark being smaller than on Tuesday 
1 scores were made, 160 of the 
contestants, or nearly 48 per cent., getting 
The 92 hole seemed the fa- 
vorite, as more finished with this scor« 


age oO 
Many TOC 
go or betier. 


than with any other between 90 and 100 
The squad record was made by No. 4 in 
the fourth event, G. Maxwell, Ed. O’Brien 
and J. S. Young breaking straight and J. 
R. Taylor and Mark Arie 19 each, total 98. 
Squad 22, all at 18 yards, was high squad 
for the day. C. B. Eaton, 99; C. L. Frantz, 
94; J. A. Flick, 93; Lou Fisher, 95; Freel, 
94; total 475, an average of 5 misses for 
each man. The squads were divided into 
sections of 13 squads each. When each 
squad had shot three events it was seen 
that Lou Fisher, in squad 22, was in the 
lead, with 60 straight, and that C. B. 
Eaton, in the same squad, and H. E. Buck- 
walter, in squad 8, were tied on 59. These 
three at once became the center of interest, 
but Fisher went to piecesinhis fourth round, 
and dropped out, while the other two broke 
traight in the two succeeding events and 
‘re tied for the trophy. T. E. Graham 
was tied with the leaders at the close of the 
fourth round, having dropped only one tar 
get of the 80, but what promised to be a 
triple tie was spoiled when he dropped 2 
targets of his last 20. 

\s soon as the last squad had finished, 
the tie men were called to trap 3 and after 
receiving instructions as to the rules gov- 
erning the shoot-off from Mr. Shauer, who 

Iso requested the crowd to abstain from 
all demonstrations until the shooting was 
finished, they took their places in the firing 
line, Buckwalter at 19 and Eaton at 18 
vard The shoot-off was a case of the 
ast vs. the West, with H. E. Buckwalter, 
of Royersford, Pa., a favorite as it was 


W 


thought that his long tournament exper! 
ence would be of assistance to him in this 
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tight place; but he showed much the more 
nervousness, and did not begin to shoot as 
well as in the main event. He missed his 
fourth and tenth targets and went out with 
18. Eaton, who comes from Fayatteville, 
Mo., was something of a “dark horse,” but 
little being generally known of his trap 
record. He exhibited no signs of possess- 
ing any nerves, but smashed target after 
target until his full quota of 20 had been 
called “dead,” and the trophy was his. A 
large crowd stayed to witness the shoot-off 
and the winner was heartily congratulated. 

Following Eaton and Buckwalter among 
the amateurs were L. A. Gates, A. J. 
Brown and F. Burnham with 98 each; 
Fred Coleman, Geo. J. Elliott, T. E. Gra- 
ham and H. C. Ryding with 97 each. J. 
Barker, J. A. Prechtel, C. B. Haycox and 
E. O. Lathomer, 96 each. The profession- 
al contingent was headed by George Max- 
well, with 98 from 21 yards. Fred Gil- 
bert (22 yards), and H. H. Stevens (18 
yards), tied in 96 each. Ed. O’Brien (21 
yards), 95; J. M. Hawkins (21 yards), 
Walter Huff (20 yards), and Mrs. Top- 
perwein (19 yards), 94 each. 

The moving picture man has at last in- 
vaded the field of trap shooting, and on 
Wednesday was present with his camera, 
taking pictures of the shooters in action, 
and of various other interesting features 
of the tournament. He was piloted about 
the grounds by Mr. T. J. Skelly of the Du 
Pont Powder Company, which incurred 
this expense with the sole purpose of ad- 
vancing the sport by this means of pub- 
licity, and hundreds of shooters will be en- 
abled to see what a Grand American looks 
like who otherwise would be denied the 
pleasure. Most of the prominent shooters 
were caught on the moving film, and 
“Fritzy” Gilbert said he’d rather face the 
wildest clay pigeon than pose for another 
moving picure camera. 

Thursday was the banner day of the 
tournament, and this blue ribbon event of 
the trap shooting world, the Grand Ameri- 
can Handicap, occupied the attention of the 
shooters from morning until 6 o’clock. 
The twelfth Annual Grand American has 
probably caused more talk among the shoot- 
ers than any of the previous ones. ‘The 
big guaranteed purse of $1,000.00 was a 
prize which made many of the 90 per cent. 





The Grand American Handicap Trap Tournament 407 


shooters dream pleasant dreams of making 
an extra good score and landing the prize. 
This event is the only one of the year in 
which the “pros” get a chance at the purse, 
and they also had hopes of landing in the 
winning place. The entry was the second 
largest in the history of the event, but fell 
short of the expectations of many, who had 
figured on at least 500 starters. There 
were 418, including 44 post entries; of 
these 25 forfeited, leaving a field of 393 to 
fight for the coveted honor with its glory 
and gold. The day was the hottest of the 
week, with little breeze to temper the heat, 
and shady places were in demand by the 
shooters between squads. Never has so 
large a crowd witnessed a shoot in the 
Columbus grounds, at least 5,000 people be- 
ing present during the day. The sections 
consisted of sixteen squads each and at 
9:03 the shooting was started by Mr. 
Shauer. 

The contest was a hot one. Every man 
was on his mettle, and at the close of the 
first two events, the straight scores were so 
numerous as to preclude any intelligent 
picking of a favorite. The third event 
found the number of straights greatly re- 
duced. C. E. Goodrich and T. J. Park (18 
yards) ; Dr. W. M. Shattuck, C. D. Hunt, 
Jr. (17 yards); and T. C. Kingsbury and 
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H. D. Kilgore were still leading, with no 
misses. The fourth round showed the ef- 
fects of the enormous nervous strain, and 
none finished with a full 80 targets. Kil- 
gore kept up until his seventy-ninth target, 
but that got away and left him in a tie in 
79 with T. J. Park, Harvey Dixon, A. J. 
Hill, U. E. Campbell and A. Madison. All 
of these had a chance to win or tie by go- 
ing straight, and they came up for their 
last 20 with determination written large on 
their faces. Hill was the first to finish, and 
had lost one target, though he dusted it 
hard, getting a total of 98. With the others 
still having a chance to score 99 and tie 
for the trophy, the crowd watched the bul- 
letin board with interest. Park dropped 
two targets, and was out of the race. Har- 
vey Dixon was picked as a favorite on the 
good form he had shown in the early part 
of the race, and he justified this feeling by 
breaking his 90 straight, going out with a 
total of 99. Campbell and Madison had 
each lost two targets and were forgotten. 
RK. D. Kilgore was the only one left with a 
chance, and 2 big gallery assembled back 
of the trap when he took his place for his 
last round. The strain of such fierce com- 
petition proved too much for him, and he 
missed his first target and then another 
later in the event, which gave the Grand 
Prize to Harvey Dixon without the need of 
a shoot-off. The winner hails from Ono- 
nogo, Mo. He is 42 years of age, and ac- 
complished on this day the fulfillment of 
the cherished purpose of years. He is a 
well-known amateur, who loves the sport 
and shoots for the fun he gets out of it. 
He is by profession a farmer, but the dis- 
covery of valuable mines in his property 
made him independently wealthy, and al- 
lowed him to indulge in his favorite sport 
freely. Every important tournament finds 
him on the firing line from start to finish. 
While Dixon is better known than some 
of the previous winners of this event, he 
has not the reputation of many of his com- 
petitors, and his win was due to con- 
sistent work and cool-headedness. 

Closely following Dixon, the winner of 
the Handicap, came T. E. Graham, A. J. 
Hill, O. H. Hunt and C. C. Irwin, with 98 
each; third place honors were divided by 
sart Lewis, W. H. Jones, D. E. Dickey, 
J. F. Wulf, J. D. Hunt, Dr. W. M. Shat- 
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tuck, J. T. Park, H D. Kilgore and Sam 
Leever, with 97 each. The professionals 
lid net reach the mark set by the amateurs, 
tne extra yards making some difference in 
their work. W. R. Crosby, C. G. Spencer, 
(. E. Goodrich and H. H. Stevens finished 
in first place, with 96 each; L. S. German, 
H. D. Freeman, W. Henderson, R. O. 
Heikes and Neaf Apgar, second, with 95 
each; Fred Gilbert, J. R. Taylor, R. W. 
Clancy, Walter Huff, and H. C. Kirkwood, 
third, with 94 each. 

Friday was get-away day, and the at- 
tendance, as is always the case, fell off. 
Many of the shooters could not stay for 
more than three days, on account of busi- 
ness duties, and many of the others were 
convinced by the hot pace set on the previ- 
ous days that they had no ghost of a show 
to win, and preierred not to donate any 
more of their good money. The National 
Championship events were scheduled for 
this day. Of these the amateur champion- 
ship attracted the most attention, as the 
contestants constituted the cream of the 
shooters who had entered in the Handi- 
caps. The entrance in this event was much 
larger than last year, 104 facing the traps, 
while in 1910 only 46 tried for the title. 
One cause for the increased entry this 
year was the fact that the event was at sin- 
gle targets, while last year there were two 
events at IO pairs in with the singles. The 
entry list was kept open until 9 o'clock, 
and this also helped to swell the number 
of contestants. When the sections were 
called to the score at 9:15, it was evident 
that there would be a close fight for su 
premacy, as seldom has a classier lot of 
amateurs entered into a trap-shooting com- 
petition. The day was extremely hot, a 
trip down the line under the rays of the 
sun being a hard test of endurance, and 
the shooters were glad to hunt shady places 
as soon as they left the firing line. When 
the first five events, 100 targets, were fin- 
ished, it was found that three men, J. R 
Graham, Ingleside, Ill.; Wm. Ridley, What 
Cheer, Ia., and C. C. Collins, Aldine, Ind.. 
were in the lead with 98 each. Geo. Roll, 
G. Dering, J. A. Prechtel, A. Heil, F. W 
McNeir and L. B. Worden were second, 
with 97 each. The second half brought 
some changes, as some of the leaders could 
not keep up the pace and dropped down 
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Collins, however, kept up the fine work he 
had heen doing, finished his last event 
straight, and landed a winner with 196. 
W. Ridley and A. Heil, second, with 194 
I’, W. MeNeir, J. A. Prechtel, and 
Jennings 193 each. 
‘he professional championship event, 
ingle targets, 18 yards rise, had 28 
entries, which was six short of the number 
entering this event at Chicago last year. 
The event in 1910 was at 160 singles and 
20 pairs and was won by C. G. Spencer, 
on 190, after two shoot-offs with J. W. 
Garrett and Homer Ciark. The race this 
year was a close fight from start to finish. 
At the half-way post, Lester German was 
in the lead, with 100 straight; R. O. Heikes 
a close second, with 99; and Fred Gilbert 
and H. Kirkwood, third, with 97 each. 
German never shot in better form than in 
this match, and smashed target after tar- 
get, hitting them squarely in the center, 
until the last 20. In this event he dropped 
his second and fourth targets, but had 
such a lead that he could not be headed, 
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and went out the winner on a score of 1098. 
R. O. Heikes was second, with 196, and 
W. H. Heer and G. W. Maxwell got third 
on 195 each. German had his last 7 tar- 
gets of Thursday, and these added to the 
181 of to-day gave him a nice run of 188, 
and earned him one of the Du Pont pro- 
fessional long-run trophies. 

The Championship events were finished 
at 3:30, and after a few minutes for ad- 
justing the traps, the first squads in the 
double target championship event were 
called, and the event was started at 3:40. 
This event is a new one, and was placed on 
the program to meet the demand for double 
target shooting, and do away with the dis- 
satisfaction caused by mixing doubles in 
with the single target events. The affair 
was well supported by the shooters, fifty- 
one amateurs and professionals entering. 
The conditions called for 50 pairs, 16 yards 
rise, shot in five 10-pair events. Lester 
German, who had only just captured the 
honors in one championship event, again 
came to the front, and won with 89. 
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THE CAP FURTHER ADVISES US HOW 
TO KEEP THE MULE IN GOOD HUMOR 


BY CAPT. JOHN CHADWICK 


CHAPTER XI 
VETERINARY STATISTICS CONCERNING MAUD 


\ST month we left Maud having her 

nerves treated and, in truth, the igni 

tion system is a neurotic and hysterical 
subject. The motorboat supply market is 
full of cures and nostrums for ignition 
maladies. There are complete spark coils 
and vibrators mounted on the plugs, and 
also spark coils forming a sort of water- 
proof top to the plug, one to each cylinder 
with a single vibrator to touch them all 
off. Both of these inventions have for 
their aim the elimination of the high-ten- 
sion circuit. The timer has also received 
inventive attention, likewise the switch 
which has been improved from the ordi- 


nary bell house switch to a really efficient 
waterproof double knife-contact piece of 
electric equipment. Personally, I consider 
all these things as exceedingly meritorious 
advances in the art of keeping a motor- 
boat engine going but, as we are dealing 
with plain, unvarnished Maud in all her 
original sin and lowliness, one is forced to 
confine description to what may be called 
standard motorboat equipment. 

The next most important thing besides 
persuading Maud to amble forward is to 
cajole her into going astern—when you 
want her to. No trouble about getting 
rearward locomotion out of her when you 
don’t. All you have to do is to have a 
large steam yacht astern, or a rowboat full 
of women and children who can’t row, or 
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a club landing crowded with small boats, 
and Maud will start off backward and go 
to it with fiendish persistency. While for 
most small boats the timer and switch 
will answer, the reverse clutch or reverse 
propeller is safe, positive, and sure, and is 
a good investment on anything over 20 
feet. As regards the clutch, be sure that 
it has no gears in play in the go-ahead po- 
sition. That is where you will be nine- 
tenths of the time, and if any gears are 
turning, then the life of the clutch will be 
short. It should lock the motor and en- 
gine shaft together on the go-ahead and 
use the gears only on the reverse. An- 
other thing: The entire thrust of the pro- 
peller comes on the clutch and pulls on it 
during reverse, so both of these stresses 
must be provided for in the clutch, as well 
as in the motor thrust bearing. The neu- 
tral position of the clutch is also a con- 
venience well worth the cost, as the engine 
can be run idle throttled down to the miss- 
ing point, and the boat’s headway stopped 
without stopping the engine, and she can 
easily be started off again usually on the 
spark without cranking. 


As to reversible propellers, be careful 
about getting any specimen that looks too 


neat and compact. Both blades have to 
rotate ninety degrees in opposite directions 
so that it is obvious that the pivot of the 
blade will have to be stout and have a se- 
cure bearing in the hub. Wherefore, 
there is precious little room trside the hub 
for any turning gear unless the hub is 
made immoderately clumsy, but a reason- 
ably strong mechanism can be placed out- 
side with the levers parallel to the shaft. 
The revérsible propeller, having at will an 
infinite gradation of pitches, gives very 
exact control of the speed. In the neutral 
position, that is, with the blades lying in 
a general plane perpendicular to the axes 
of rotation, it has the further advantage 
that the revolving blades still offer con- 
siderable resistance to the engine, so that 
it can run light without racing and with- 
out having to throttle so much as to get 
backfires. 

A little further along the shaft we come 
to a grand and perennial source of nui- 
sance. I refer to the stern stuffing box, 
which has an assorted and prize-winning 
set of tricks of its own. So long as the 
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shaft is true and runs without clattering 
almost any good tough packing, well 
slicked with graphite will do; but sooner 
or later you are bound to hit something 
with your propeller and bend the shaft a 
trifle. Of course, you haul her out forth- 
with, and true her up as closely as may 
be, but the stuffing-box gland nut will al- 
ways be a trifle larger than the shaft from 
that time on. Through this narrow annu- 
lar crack bits of packing will be contin- 
ually working out, and there will always be 
more or less of a leak—principally more— 
especially when there is not a scrap of 
packing left in the box. Of course, you do 
not want to buy and ship a new shaft this 
season and an efficient remedy I have used 
for this condition of affairs is the follow- 
ing: Cut two turns of ordinary “Samson” 
braided window-sash cord, soak them in 
machine oil and roll in graphite. Put one 
turn at the bottom of the box, follow with 
as many turns of good vulcabeston or 
equivalent soft packing as is necessary to 
fill the box, and top off with the second 
turn of Samson cord. 

The object of these two turns is to pre- 
vent small abraded pieces of soft asbestos 
packing from working out of the stuffing 
box through the crack around the shaft, 
between it and the stern gland nut. The 
cord being braided and of tough cotton 
fibre will not work out of the box, and it 
further prevents the soft packing from 
doing so. I have used this rig success- 
fully for half a season with a slightly bent 
shaft when such tough asbestos rope as 
“vulcabeston” would otherwise chew out 
and come to pieces. 

While on the subject of stuffing boxes, 
mention should be made of the metal shaft- 
log and stuffing-box combined. This meri- 
torious scheme has eliminated many of the 
terrors of amateur boatbuilding, wherein 
the combination of a really truly water- 
tight keel, shaftlog and skeg, have seemed 
almost insurmountable. The metal shaft- 
log is a long brass shoe or casting with a 
stuffing box at one end, and the foot of 
the shoe is machined true to an angle of 
7 degrees and drilled with bolt holes. To 
use it, all that is necessary is to slot the 
keel and bolt the shoe on over the slot. 
The shaft passes through it and out 
through the stuffing box, the skeg being 
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dispensed with and an outboard bearing 
bolted to the keel just for’d of the pro- 
peller. The metal shaftlog is strong, sim- 
ple and watertight, and well worthy of rec- 
ommendation for speed boats and small 
runabouts having a flat 2 x 8 inch oak 
keel. Use an outboard bearing with a pro- 
peller guard and heel for the rudder. The 
unprotected screw and free rudder com- 
bination is a snare and a delusion. 

The next one of Maud’s accessories like- 
ly to give trouble is the cooling system. Its 
sole object is to prevent her getting “het 
up” beyond the limits of good working of 
the lubrication. The hotter the cooling 
water within this limit the more efficient 
the motor; in general the jackets should 
be just about as hot as your hand can bear. 
If any one spot gets hotter than the rest 
either it is a non-jacketed part of the cast- 
ing, or you have an air pocket, which can 
be relieved by the try-cock at the top of 
the cylinder; or there is mud in the 
jacket, in which case open up the inlet 
valve wide and let the pump take its full 
The connections from the pump 
ship are also likely hatching 


suction. 
to the 


grounds for trouble if not properly de- 


signed and put in. Always aim to get two 
bends or elbows between the skin of the 
ship and the pump, so that the fitting will 
be free to give under vibration, or other- 
wise it will work loose in the connection 
through the side of the ship and you get 
a mean leak. The nipple which goes 
through the side should have a long thread 
on it and screw through the hole in the 
wood projecting just far enough to take a 
locknut, but not far enough to interfere 
with the scoop. The nipple should be 
short, with an inboard locknut also, under 
which is put a turn of packing soaked in 
white lead before screwing home, and it is 
an excellent idea to put on a brass angle- 
valve on the nipple to make the first el- 
bow. In case of choking up of the scoop 
with weeds or mud you then get at it with- 
out disturbing any fittings by simply un- 
screwing the bonnet of the angle-valve and 
jabbing out the offending weeds with a 
wire hook. Of course when the obstruc- 
tion is freed there will be a pretty geyser 
and lively times aboard ship getting that 
bonnet clapped on again, but it is a mere 
bagatelle compared to beaching the boat 
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to get at it from the outside. After the 
angle-valve comes a short length of pipe 
and then the second ell, which screws di- 
rect to the pump with a close nipple. 

Before closing the detail of cooling wa- 
ter the subject of pipe fitting aboard a 
small boat deserves a few candid remarks. 
There is usually little or no room and all 
pipe fittings not only take up all they can 
get but require a whole lot more to swing 
in, in making up, besides a lot of space to 
manipulate the pipe wrench. Not only 
that, but all fittings must meet exactly true 
—not there or thereabouts, but in real 
alignment, or else you will have leaky 
unions or strain the woodwork connections 
if you try to screw them up willy-nilly. 
The “Kewanee” metal union is a handy 
fixture aboard a motorboat because it does 
allow a small deviation from absolute 
alignment and it further has no gasket or 
washer to renew every time it is opened. 
There is also on the market a whole line of 
flexible unions and ells which are a great 
help to the anguished amateur pipe-fitter. 
Hooking up a two-inch exhaust main, in- 
cluding muffler, ells, 45-degree elbows and 
various angleworm bends, is by no means a 
blithesome event. The writer recalls with 
still smouldering rancor an occasion when 
he and Vic Haven, the pipe-fitter, set 
cheerfully to work at 10 p.m. to hook up 
an innocent-looking two-inch exhaust line 
from the motor to the skin of the ship, a 
matter of four feet or thereabouts. We 
wrestled with the infernal worm for hours, 
circumnavigating its diabolical propensi- 
ties to collide with ribs, planking, floor 
work, bulkheads and lockers as we went 
along, but it was not until 2 a.m. before 
the final union made up and we quit the 
job with a yell of rapturous relief. 

All kinds of schemes have been devised 
to keep Maud turning quietly at the pro- 
peller without astonishing the neighbor- 
hood with a volley of barks entirely out of 
keeping with her peaceful character as a 
mule. First, there is the plain muffler, 
in effect a long cylinder provided with 
baffle plates or ejector cones, sometimes 
waterjacketed and often arranged for a 
water-jet to cool and condense the hot, 
burnt gases. The principle of the muffler 
is that of providing a chamber in which 
the exhaust can be caught and its force 








412 


broken up by the baffle plates or used up 
in passing through the ejector nozzles; in 
either case the noise is stilled by the resist- 
ance encountered. Another scheme is to 
have a “silencer” directly connected to the 
exhaust manifold. A little of the jacket 
water runs into the silencer and aids in 
condensing and cooling the hot exhaust. 
As a noise eliminating feature it is not 
particularly efficient, for the explosion is 
simply caught in a large chamber without 
being in any way broken up by baffles, 
etc. A combination of the silencer with 
the underwater exhaust is better. The 
pipe leading from the silencer passes 
through the skin of the ship a few inches 
below waterline and outside is a cast 
bronze hood with baffle plates which not 
only shields the escape of the exhaust from 
passing water currents, but gives it a fur- 
ther chance to mix with water in escaping, 
and so increase the vacuum. This type has 
a relief valve connected to the silencer 
which can be opened on starting the en- 
gine, etc., which is often necessary. The 
straight, underwater exhaust puts a little 
more back pressure on the engine and posi- 
tively must have a free air relief valve on 
a tee above the outboard connection. A 
special fitting is sold for the underwater 
exhaust having a hood and scoop looking 
aft to prevent water backing up into the 
exhaust due to the velocity of the ship. 
The relief valve may be the usual steam 
fitting used for exhaust steam in connec- 
tion with condensing fittings and may be 
bought at any steam fitting shop. 

The subject of Maud’s joints and their 
easement and lubrication is the next to 
claim our attention. Let us contemplate 
for a minute the process of the heating up 
of a journal. Usually it begins by sheer 
neglect on the part of the scrutineer who 
has the engine in his charge. Either he 
has neglected the inviolable rule to feel 
the engine all over every fifteen minutes 
or during that time the oil has completely 
run out of some cup or a bit of dirt has 
finally completed its travel down the oil 
duct and has lodged in the bearing. Now 
a bearing consists of two absolutely paral 
lel surfaces with a film of oil in between. 
Good practice demands a square inch of 
bearing for every 250 pounds pressure put 
on it by the thrust of the connecting rod 
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If the bearing is faulty and has high spots, 
these places take the whole pressure, the 
film of oil is squeezed out under them and 
you get friction of metal on metal. That 
is one reason why a badly scraped bearing 
always runs hot. The designer allowed 
enough square inches of bearing (and a 
little more) to take care of the thrust of 
the piston rod on a basis of 250 pounds 
pressure limit for the oil, but as a matter 
of fact only the high spots are working so 
that the pressure on them is a great deal 
more than 250 Ibs. to the inch. 

When a piece of dirt gets in, it imme- 
diately becomes the high spot and the 
whole force of the piston rod comes on it. 
If soft, it is at once ground to powder 
and spread out in the film of oil; if gritty 
it sinks into the steel and babbitt and cuts 
a groove, the edges of which at once be- 
come a high spot. In any event the jour- 
nal begins to warm up. You must head 
it off at all costs. Slow down, flood the 
journal with oil, mix a heavier body oil 
into its feed, or feed it a light grease with 
a compression cup. Apply wet rags soaked 
in cold water to the outside of the bear- 
ing. Don’t slack back the journal nuts 
as yet. If the disturbance is small after 
an hour or so, running slow speed, oiling, 
and cooling, the bearing should cool off. 
But, if she gets away from you, what 
happens is this:—the heat of the journal 
expands it and causes its lips or horns 
to close in on the shaft. It matters not 
that there may be a hinge on one side of 
the journal and a pin on the other—both 
will give enough to allow the horn of the 
brass or babbitt to close in and add their 
pressure to the friction on the shaft. As 
soon as the journal gets so hot that it 
sizzles when you put a drop of water on 
it, you had best give over trying to cool 
her down running slow, and stop alto- 
gether. Anchor and let the journal get 
cold, turning the engine over occasion- 
ally to prevent her siezing. Start up and 
run slowly with liberal doses of oil. She 
may run cool or only a little warm even at 
full speed and finally cool off entirely after 
a few weeks service. 

As regards lubricating systems for large 
engines the positive pressure oiling 
mechanical feed, reaching every journal 
on the engine is the only reliable thing. 
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For 30-hp. down to 10-hp. a pressure sight 
} nanifold with ducts to each bearing is 
excellent, while for smali engines, sight 
feed oil cups for the carburetor, crank 
pin, and piston with compression grease 
cups for the main bearings will answer. 
In using grease, however, be careful not 
to get too heavy or too sluggish a greace. 
Some of them will not run unless the 
journal gets too warm for comiort, where- 
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as a good hand warm is the ideal tem- 
perature. For oil select one with a fair 
body—Havoline and Lubricol are good— 
and feed 14 drops a minute to the carbu- 
retor, 12 to pistons and crank pin com 
bines, 6 to the thrust bearing and 4 each to 
the main bearings. I am tempted to close 
this dissertation on Maud with a so-called 
“trouble chart” or household remedy sheet. 
Next article—‘Some Cruises.” 


(To be continued.) 
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it? No? Diagnosis 
Valve shut I vl ° 
Too cold weathcr, warm carburetor 
Water in gasoline (profuse white smoky ex 
aust). 
a) Carburetor needle shut or float stuck 
rhrottle butterfly shut or lever loose. 


> and relieve engine 








Gasoline very low in tank. 

Plugs cracked, renew center porcelain. 

Switch plug or knife loose. 

Timer set wrong or loose or burnt. 

Jatteries below 10 amps. or bad cell. 

Magreto not running, dirty brushes, loose 
belt. 
| 
{ 


Flooded, shut off nee« 

Wire loose, prm ry or secondary circuit. 
Vibrators need adjustment. 

Condenser punctured. 


Dirt under valve (four cycle). 
Spark plug loose. 

Compression cock leaks. 
Cylinder scored. 

Piston rings broken. 


Main bearings hot, flow down oil plentifully. 
{ Piston siezed, feel cylinder walls. 
Crank bearings running hot, hot oil in crank 
case. 
| Layshaft siezed (four cycle). 
( Suction stopped up, hot jacket water. 
Obstructi 1 % 





ion under check 





Pump eccentric, needs yrication. 


1 
Batteries weak or old or wet. 
Vibrator contacts dirty. 

Wiring loose or rusty under contacts. 
Spark gap too large or too small or dirty. 
Magneto rot running or brushes dirty. 
Timer late or too soon. 


{ Too weak or too rich, edjust carburetor needle. 
| Float valve out of order. 
of Not enough compression, test for leaks. 

| Air valve stuck. 

' 


Grit or water in carburetor. 


Low gasoline, open carburetor needle 
Flooded, shut off gasoline until backfires 
Sooted. Too much oil to carburetor. 
Water or dirt in gasoline, drain carburetor. 
rhrottle out of order. 


fatteries played out. 
| Plugs cracked or wet. 
Megneto hot and sparking. 
Spark coil wet or short-circu ted. 
Wire or switch connections loose or broken 


Timer dirty or wet or too late. 


) 
Some oil cup run dry. 
No oil in reservoir. 
Grease too heavy, won't run. 


Oil duct plugged up 
Used dirty oil. 


Piston crank, or connecting rod siezing. 
Propellor snarled or fouled. 


| Shaft bear ng siezing (loud) brassy shriek) 
Valves gummed or stuck (four cycle) 
Cylinders carbonized. 
Piston rings stuck fast or broken 




















localities for fishing and hunting. 


EDITOR’S NOTE—The aim of this department is to present to our readers reports on desirable 
We have a great many of these coming in by every mail. 
best have been culled out—not places where the luck was “fair,” but where it was ‘‘splendid.’’ It is 
impossible for us, in the limited space available, to print names of hotels, guides, etc., but write us direct 
for information concerning any locality whatever you are interested in, and be sure to mention in 
writing, later, to the hotel or guide, that your information came from our “ Where to Go” department 
This is important, as you will then get the best treatment, both as to terms and accommodation 
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For many of the states, August and even 
July are opening months for shore birds, 
and in some cases woodcock, though this 
magazine prefers a later date for this par- 
ticular species. September Ist, in a great 
many states, opens the duck season, and, in 
some states, grouse and wild doves, so, with 
the appearance of this issue there will be 
little time ahead for the lover of the double- 
barreled gun to plan his summer hunting 
trip in advance. As announced earlier in 
the year the Where To Go Department, be- 
ginning with the August issue, will be de- 
voted exclusively to game, just as the earlier 
months were devoted to fishing. But two 
months will be available for feathered game, 
August treating of shore birds in states 
where the law for them opens early, and 
September treating of quail, partridge, tur- 
key and ducks, with some deer. October 
will be deer, moose, caribou; November, 
mountain big game, bear, etc., after which 
these Where To Go pages will be discon- 
tinued until the following spring. Be care- 
ful therefore to save your copy containing 
the Where To Go of the particular game 
in which you are interested, as there is no 


How- 


space for a second list of localities. 
ever, the Where To Go Department will 
always be at your disposal to answer in- 
quiries throughout the year. 

In our September number we will take 
up quail, partridge, turkey, duck and deer 


country. Our October number will be a 

big game number. This department will 

be devoted to bear, moose, caribou, deer and 

ill the big game found in this country, Can- 

ada and Mexico. This issue will also con- 

tain the game laws for rg11 and 1912. 
3eginning with the 


New England States 


Debsconeag, Me., reached via Bangor & 
Aroostook to Norcross, then by steamer 
and canoe to the First Debsconeag bake. 
Fine accommodations at Outing Camps on 
Debsconeag Lake, $14 a week, guides $3 a 
day, plus board, canoe or boat Soc a day. 
About thirty lakes and ponds within a ra- 
dius of three miles, all situated in an excel- 
lent game country, ducks and partridge being 
plentiful. Duck season opens September rst, 
shore birds August Ist. 


Norcross, Me., reached by Bangor & 
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\roostook, from Bangor, B. & M. to Ban- 
gor. Good accommodations at Camp Ketch- 
um, $2 a day. Situated in good game coun- 
try, partridge and woodcock, opening Sep- 
tember 15th. 

Grand Lake Stream, Me., reached by B. 
& M. Maine Central and Washington 
ounty Ry. Good accommodations at 
Ouananiche Lodge, $15 a week, guides $3 a 
ay. All kinds of small game and wild 
fowl 

Great Lake, Me., Belgrade Lakes. Good 
accommodations at Belgrade Lakes Camps, 
Thwing Bros., $14 a week; guide with row- 
hoat, $3.50 a day. First-class partridge, 
woodcock, duck and small game shooting 
in September and October. 

Jackman, Me., reached by Bangor & 
\roostook and Boston & Maine. Good ac- 
commodations at Penobscot Camps, $12 a 
week, guides $2.50 a day, canoe 50c. Camp 
s 30 miles from Jackman, over good wagon 
ioad and trail, abundance of partridge and 
ducks; shore birds after September st. 

Starting from New London, Conn., east 
line Salem and Montville offer fair grouse 
for settled country. During the end of Oc- 
tober and early in November there is good 
woodcock and duck shooting in the Niantic 
River. Fair sport can also be had with a 
motorboat, starting out in the early morning 
along the points of the shore. 

Grouse, woodcock at Williamantic, Col- 
chester, also Ashford, Conn. We would be 
pleased to supply any one with information 
who intends to go there as to good locali- 
ties, etc. 

Harwinton, Litchfield Co., Conn., offers 
good woodcock and partridge shooting dur- 
ing the first three weeks in October. 

N. B—\ rite Prep AND STREAM for names 
of guides, Lotels, ete., of any place you are 


interested in. 
Middle States 


Bellport, L. I. Capt. Wilbur Corwin fur- 
nishes complete duck and shore bird outfit 
and can take you to some of the best places 
in that part of Great South Bay. 

Lindenhurst, L. 1. West Bay, near Cen- 
ter Moriches, affords good shooting during 
September and October for ducks and shore 
birds 

Babylon, L. I. Capt. Conrad is an excel- 
lent guide, and will take care of any one 
going down there. Accommodations at ho- 


tels, reasonable rates, Good duck and 
shore bird shooting. 
Old Anchorage Inn, Blue Point, L. I. 


excellent 
Accommo- 


Capt. Bill Graham can provide 
duck and shore bird shooting. 
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dations $2 a day. Boats, decoys and guides 
furnished by arrangement with him. 

Duck shooting along the Hudson River. 
This is best from Castleton to a point just 
north of Poughkeepsie along the flats, and 
in the coves and bays. Few ducks ia small 
flocks are found scattered along this coun- 
try. 

Keuka, N. Y. 
Write J. L. Crowley, Keuka Lake. 

lorked River, N. J. Good accommoda- 
tions at Forked River House, $2.50 a day. 
Markus Brown is a good guide, charging 
$2 a day. Good duck shooting in the late 


Good duck shooting. 


icc 


season, rail and shore bird shooting in 
August and September. 
N. B.—Write Fietp aNnp Stream for 


names of guides, hotels, ete of any place you 
are interested in. 


Southern St2tes 


For duck shooting at Havre de Grace, 
Md., write to J. L. Harvey, wno is an au- 
thority on duck shooting in this locality. 
Rail bird and shore bird shooting during 
September and October is excellent through- 
out this part of the country. 

Virginia Beach, Va., reached via Old Do- 
minion Line. Excellent accommodations at 
Pine Top, $2 a day, suitable for ladies 
Guides $2 a day. $1 a day for boats, de- 

Excellent shooting for snipe, bay 
birds season September to Novem- 
her for shore birds, November for quail, 
duck, goose, ete. 

Kenbridge, Va. Good accommodations $4 
a day; guides reasonable. shooting 
for snipe, quail and turkey. 


coys, etc. 


Jest 


Good 


Dismal Swamp, Va., reached via Sea 
Board Air Line to Suffolk Staton. Fine 
game country, including deer, bear, ducks 


and shore birds 
Ocracoke, N. C., reached by Old Domin- 


ion to Norfolk, then Norfolk Southern 
R. R. to Beaufort, then mail boat to Ocra- 
coke. Party stopped at Bill Gaskill’s House- 
boat. Rates $10, including everything, guide, 
boats, decoys, etc. Wild fowl very abun- 
dant Ducks, geese and brant in season 
Shore birds August and September. 


Brills Bay, S. C., 30 miles from Charles- 
ton, offers shooting for ducks and 
shore birds in Good accommoda- 
tions to be had. Reached via steamer to Mt 


good 


season, 


Pleasant and take auto which leaves there 
every day at If am. and arrives at Mt 
Pleasant at about 2 p.m 


Island, S. C., 12 miles south ot 
Good turkey, duck and 
shore bird shooting. Mr. Johnson, of George- 


South 
Georgetown, S. C 


town, takes parties on deer drive 
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Carrizo Springs, Tex., situated on Nueces 
River. Party found good duck shooting in 
the Nueces River. Party stopped at Pat- 
terson ranch. 

Port O’Connor, Tex., reached via St. L. 
B. & Mexico R. R. Great quantity of wild 
duck, geese and shore birds. This is one of 
the best game sections in the locality. 

Augusta, Ga., affords good shooting for 
woodcock and snipe. Good accommodations 
at the hotel. Write C. G. Trussell, Augusta, 
Ga., for particulars. 

Panacea, Fla., reached via Atlantic Coast 
Line to Tarpon Springs. Accommodations 
good, $2 a day. Ducks, geese, shore birds 
at Panacea and Crystal River. 

St. Marks, Fla., reached by Atlantic Coast 
Line. Good accommodations $2 a day. 
Guides $2 to $5 a day including boat. Ducks 
and snipe in season. 

Titusville, Fla., reached via Florida East 
Coast Line. Excellent accommodations at 
Hotel Dixie. Ducks and shore birds. Good 
shooting. 

Bartow, Fla., reached via Atlantic Coast 
Line. Party of five camped at Walken- 
water Creek. Guide $2 a day. Plenty of 
ducks, quail and shore birds. 

Quebec, La., reached by Illinois Central 
R. R.,, is considered a good place fer hunt- 
ing in the Tensas River district. Write to 
Mr. Arnold at Quebec for particulars. 
Plenty of ducks and shore birds. 

Udall, Mo., 35 miles froin railroad sta- 
tion. Write Mr. Morris ®ice at White Oak 
Farm for particulars as to duck, quail and 
duck shooting in this section. 

One of the best hunting sections in Mis- 
souri for ducks, geese ana waders is along 
the Mississippi itiver between Commerce 
and Cape Girardeau. Capt. Beadle, while 
in this section found game very abundant 
there. Local hunters will act as guides. 

Jerome, Mo. reached via Frisco Line 
from St. Louis, is in the Ozark Hills sec- 
tion. Write T. J. Andres, of Jerome, for 
particulars concerning accommodations and 
guide. Good game section for turkey and 
quail. 

Riswell, N. Mex., reached by Atchison, 
Topeka & Santa Fe Ry. Guides very rea- 
sonable. Accommodations $2.50 a day, shore 
birds and duck in season 

N. B.—Write Fie_p anp Stream direct for 
the names of hotels, camps and guides of 
any locality in which you are interested. 

Central States 
Buckeye Lake, Ohio, reached by B. & O. 


to Newark, thence via Interurban Electric 
Rd. to the lake. Party hired no guides, 


though competent ofies can be had at fea- 
sonable rates. Accommodations $14 a week, 


very good and suitable for ladies. Good 
duck and plover shooting. 
Carbondale, Ill, at Wolf Lake. Good 


duck shooting reported, atso on the Sanga- 
mon River, near Springfield and along the 
Big Muddy River, following it down to its 
junction with the Mississippi. Along the 
Illinois River, Havanna and Beardstown, 
where there are large lakes afford good 
sport. All these places were visited by 
Capt. Beadle during his trip of 1910. 

Blue Lake Station, reached by Michigan 
Central. Good accommodations. Reason- 
ably good shooting for both water and up- 
land birds. 

Floodwood, Mich., reached by Chicago, 
Milwaukee & St. Paul Ry., accommodations 
$1 a day. The Fence River, the Michi- 
gamme and the Flat Rock River are all full 
of trout, and the section is a good game 
country, ducks, partridges being found as 
well as deer and bear. 

Hillman, Mich., reached via Pere Mar- 
quette and connections, thence 16 miles to 
Valentine Lake. Party reports duck and 
grouse plentiful. Camping proposition. 

3itely, Mich., reached via Pere Marquette. 
Five lakes in the vicinity and many more 
within short reach. Good shooting for 
plover, wild ducks and partridge. Hotel ac- 
commodations $6 a week. Proprietor will 
act as guide. 

Three Lakes, Wis., reached by Chicago & 
Northwestern. Excellent accommodations 
at Butternut Lake Camp, $10 a week, situ- 
ated in a good game country. Bear, deer, 
grouse and wild fowl plentiful. 

Amberg, Wis., reached by Chicago, Mil- 
waukee and St. Paul. Hotel accommoda- 
tions $14 a week. Party reports it a very 
good game country with deer, partridge and 
wild fowl on the various lakes in the 
vicinity. 

Eagle River, Wis., reached by C. M. & St. 
P. R. R. Four miles from the station is Hem- 
lock Hotel, $14 a week, situated center of a 
chain of streams and lakes known as the 
Eagle Waters. Shooting here is very fine 
Deer are abundant and partridge and duck 
shooting excellent in season. Boats and 
guides to be hired. 

Sayner, Wis., reached by C. M. & St. P. 
R. R., thence six miles to Musky Inn, $12 
a week. Party reports accommodations very 
good. Excellent for ducks, geese, partridge 
and deer. 

Fox Lake, Wis., is reached by C. M. & 
St. P. R. R. Party reported excellent duck 
shooting at this place. Mr. Adams, who 
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keeps a tackle store at this place, will be 
glad to supply you with particulars. 

Island Lake, Wis., reached by C. M. & 
St. P. R. R, to Big Lake Spur Station. 
This lake is in the heart of the timber, 
where all kinds of fish and game abound, 
duck, partridge, deer and bear in season. 

Canoe Trip. Down the St. Croix River, 
from Gordon to Prescott. The cost for two 
men, including railroad fare from St. Paul 
over the Northwestern to Gordon, was $20 
Camping proposition. Saw deer and small 
game throughout the trip. 

Net River, Mich., reached via C. M. & St. 
Paul R. R. to Pembine, thence railroad to 
Net River, Mich. Woods afford game of 
all kinds and wild fowl. Net River P. M. 
will furnish all necessary information re- 
garding this country. 

Manistee, Mich., reached by Pere Mar- 
quette. Big Manistee, Little Manistee, and 
other famous streams afford fine shooting 
for partridge, duck and deer in season. 

Grand Rapids, Minn., reached via Great 
Northern Ry. Party pitched their own tent 
on Lake Pokegama and stayed there a week. 
Party reported excellent shooting for par- 
tridge and duck. 

Wheaton, Minn. Duck shooting reported 
excellent. Write to A. Larson, Wheaton, 
Minn., for information. 

Dent, Minn., reached by Soo Line. Five 
lakes in the vicinity. Accommodations $2 a 
day. Good duck and wader shooting. 

Denham, Minn., reached by Soo Line. 
Good duck and partridge shooting in Fox, 
Clear, Mud and Lonk Lakes in the vicinity. 

South Haven, Minn., reached by the Soo 
Line. Eleven lakes in the vicinity of the 
town. Good shooting for ducks and quail. 

Baskus, Minn. There is excellent bass 
and muscallonge fishing and duck shooting 
in season at Kabekona Camp. H. G. Mc- 
Cartney will furnish information. 

Alicia, N. D., reached by Great Northern 
R. R. and connections. Fine duck shooting, 
geese in Lake Tewaukon and Wild Rice 
River. Accommodations $1.50 a day. Guides 
and dogs to be hired. 

Kulm, N. D., reached by Northern Pacific 
and connections. Good duck and chicken 
shooting. Guides and dogs to be had. Ac- 
commodations $1 and $2 a day. 

N. B.—Write Fre_p AND StrEAM direct for 
the names of hotels, camps and guides of 
any locality in which you are interested. 


Pacific Coast 


Cebolla, Colo., reached via Colorado 
Southern and connections Excellent ac- 
commodations at Carpenter Ranch, J. G. Car- 
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penter, proprietor, $2 a day. Guides to be 
had. Good shooting in season for grouse 
and sage hens. Party reported everything 
excellent. 

Sapinero, Colo., reached via Denver and 
Rio Grande R. R., in the heart of an excel- 
lent game country. Famous for mountain 
trout. Deer, wild fowl in abundance. Camp- 
ing proposition. 

Steamboat Springs, Colo., reached by C. 
St. L. & M. Ry. Fine accommodations at 
Kinney’s Ranch, $2 a day, no guides needed. 
Deer and grouse shooting in season; also 
wild fowl. 

Lincoln County, Mont. on the Great 
Northern, is fine big-game country. Party 
reports that thousands of trout were caught 
in the stream, and big-game abundant. 

Fish Trap Lake, Mont., one of the win- 
ners in the Prize Fishing Contest for Moun- 
tain Trout: This lake offers the best duck 
and goose shooting in Spokane County. 

Toston, Broadwater Co., Mont., reached 
by Great Northern. Good accommodations, 
$3 a day with boat. Camping proposition. 
Found duck shooting in Spring Lake Creek. 
Usual bag, 20 ducks for two guns. Shoot- 
ing mostly over decoys. 

Frost & Richards, of Cody, Wyo., who 
cover the best big game country in Wyom- 
ing, write us that they are open for big- 
game hunting parties from September 25th 
on, and as the game laws have been extended 
in Wyoming, this will give any one planning 
a big-game trip the very best time for this 
kind of hunting, and an excellent opportu- 
nity to secure mountain sheep with good 
deer, bear and small game hunting on the 
side. 

Lake Tahoe, Cal., is reached by Southern 
Pacific. Excellent accommodations at Fal- 
len Leaf Lodge, $14 a week. Guide $2.50 a 
day. Duck and geese plentiful in their sea- 
son; also deer. 

Trinity County, Cal., reached from Red- 
ding by Southern Pacific, thence stage to 
Weaverville, thence to Haypark by stage, 
then to Hyampom, where party made their 
headquarters. Excellent hunting for black 
bear, deer and all kinds of small game. 

N. B.—Write Fietp anp Stream direct for 
names of guides, hotels and camps of any 
locality in which you are interested. 


Canada 


Excellent hunting for big game and all 
kinds of wild fowl and partridge in season 
at Banff, Laggan and Field, Alberta. Write 
to Brewster Transportation Co, Banff. Good 
accommodations. Excellent guides, horses 
and outfits can be obtained. 
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Fort George, B. C., reached via Canadian 
Pacific to Ashcroft, thence to Soda Creek 
and steamer to Fort George, located in the 


center of a sp'endd bg game_ region. 
Grouse, ducks and geese end aso good wild 


Frazer River, B. C., between Tete Juan 
Cache and the Grand Cajon, is one of the 
nest hunting grounds in the Canadian 
Northwest. Ducks and geese are plentiful, 


aiso Dig game 11 season 
Bathhurst, N. B.. reached by B. & M. 
Party stayed at camp with Imhoff Brothers. 
Found accommodations good and _ suitable 
for ladies. This is an exceptionally fine 
moose, caribou, bear, deer and feathered 
game country. 
2 reached by D. & H., to 
Montreal, thence Intercolonial to Causa- 
Excellent moose, 


Causapocae, Que., 


pocae Party camped. 

arihou, deer and partridge shoot'ng 
Three Island Camps, N. B., John Moore, 
proprietor. Accommodations, 30 a day, in- 
ide, provisions, bedding, canoes, 


lh 
Ciual 


in fact, everything necessary for a hunt. 
Ducks, snipe in open season, also deer and 
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St. John, N. B. Write Mr. Douglas Wet- 
more Clinch at this place for detailed infor- 
mation as to hunting and trishing in that 
vicinity. 

Kawartha Lake Region, reached by Grand 
Trunk. Accommodations on Breeze Island 
$9 a week. Alex. Lowe, proprietor. Good 
muscalonge fishing, plenty of wild fowl; also 
deer. 

Lake Achtigan, Ont., reached by Pere Mar- 
quette and connections. Camping proposi 
tions. Party found conditions ideal, a per- 
fect mountainous wilderness. Country alive 
with big game and wild fowl. 

Lake Edward, Que., reached by D. & H. to 
Montreal, thence Grand Trunk to lake. Duck 
shocting reported in September and big 
game when in season. September best time 
for all purposes. There is also partridge 
shooting. 

Kippewa, Que. Accommodations $2 a day 
and suitable for ladies. Good moose and 
partridge shooting. 

N. B.—Write FIELD AND STREAM direct for 
the names of hotels, camps and guides of 
any locality in which you are interested. 
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Replying to your favor of the 3d, would 
that I wrote only at the request of some 
of our farmers ) to lease their 
sh g ege S ore their lands 
have been p property for shooting pur 
poses d the farmers are getting tired of 
every bor oting on their lands; so ‘t or 
rred t e that as possibly some of your 
readers or sporting friends would be inter 
ested in a proposition of this kind, I would 
e glad t elp ther this project 
We are the Piedmont section of North 
Carolina, which is noted for its quail shoot 
ng; in fect, a number of Northern people 
visit this section for the shooting alone 


nowever, iI < 1b Nad tne ex isive privilege 


and the game was protected it would be 
only a short time before the shooting would 
be greatly improved and would be equal t 
any in the country anywhere. There is no 
question about the quantity of land that 
could be secured and I am satisfied that 





club could get anywhere from 10,000 to 
25,000 acres at a cost cf not over 10 cents per 
acre. Mebane is a very small place and 


has no hotel accommodations, although they 
can get board with privete families in the 
iage or in the country; but it occurred to 
ie that it would be better should anyone get 
nterested in this project to buy or rent a 
smal! tract for private residence and fit 
up as a club house. Yours truly, 


Mebane, N ( W Ie 
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Trout Fishing in the Flathead 
BY “EL COMANCHO” 


Charlie Howe can always be found at 
Beiton, Mont., on the Great Northern Rail- 
road, where he has boats in readiness to take 
tourists down the Flathead river, from Bel- 
ton to Columbia Falls, a distance of about 
35 miles, all quick water, with more trout to 
the square foot in it than in any river in 
the country. These trout are cut-throat that 
range from one-half pound to two pounds, 
and the river is literally alive with them. 
They are top feeders so that it is all fly 
fishing of the very highest rank. Then away 
down deep in the pools there are plenty of 
the dolly varden trout, so-called, which will 
range up to 15 to 20 pounds in weight, which 
you must take with a spoon. Of course, 
you understand the dolly varden trout is not 
a trout at all, but is a charr, a first cousin 
to salmo-fontinalis, which is your Eastern 
brook trout, and which, again, is the far- 
famed “speckled beauty” of sporting litera- 
ture, a term, by the way, that has been so 
overworked that it is frazzled and frapped 
as a scarecrow; so, brother fishermen, let us 
forget this “speckled beauty” business and 
get down to personal names among the fishes 
of the trout tribe. 

But that is neither here nor there; what 
I want to tell you about is this middle fork 
of the Flathead river and the man who can 
show you more fish in an hour than you ever 
saw in any one day in your life before. I 
have fished many waters and know a little 








something about this fishing game, so when 
Charlie began to tell me about the wonder- 
ful fishing of the Flathead, I winked the 
other eye and said: “Show me!” 

Howe is a man with a sense of humor 
and is a mighty good boatman besides, so 
he called my bluff and had his boat ready 
at Belton early the next morning. It was 
one of those sunny June days that has just 
wind enough to take the edge off the hear, 
and I made a mental note as we pushed out 
from the bank that the gods had arranged 
the right kind of weather at least; therefore, 
it was entirely probable that our fishing 
medicine would be strong this day, at least 
I remarked this to Charlie and he agreed 
that there was no reason in sight why we 
should not catch fish, and suggested that 1 
cast my flies into the first eddy below us— 
he would drop the boat into the right posi- 
tion in the current as we went by and it was 
up to me to do the rest. We had progressed 
about 100 yards when we reached this eddy 
and I dropped my flies in the whirl of it as 
we went gliding down stream on a six-mile 
current. The first cast I made in the river 
caused an explosion in that eddy, and when 
I reeled in the line I found two cut-throat 
trout of over a pound apiece hooked on a 
string of three flies as net results. I began 
to think then that maybe Howe knew what 
he was talking about, but I didn’t compli- 
ment his judgment too highly for fear of 
swelling his head. I merely remarked that 
this was pretty good for a starter. He said 
never a word, but let the boat drift while he 
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grinned and lighted his briarroot pipe and 
then softly said: ‘“There’s a lot more eddies 
below here better than that.” 

We were both busy for the next two min- 
utes while the boat tore through a roar of 
white water where the current pitched down 
into a narrow streak of foam between two 
lines of rocky reefs. Just below here was 
a great green swirl of eddies that had that 
fishy look that makes a sportsman’s heart 
thump with expectation. “We'll get some 
good ones here,” said Howe. Swish went 
the line through the air, delivering the flies 
on a little smooth pool behind a big Iump 
of granite that sp’its the current. Instantly 
the royal coachman was taken with such a 
snap that I began to hope the maker had 
been honest in the material and workman- 
ship. Charlie slacked the boat and swung 
into the eddy, arid I scrapped it out with that 
sh for about five minutes. I did not have 
a landing net with me and he was a big 
one, a— Well, you know the old story 
about the big one that got away, but it didn’t 
matter, because the next cast into that same 
eddy hooked two more of nearly the same 
size as the first one, and the fight was on 
again. Ore of these I landed and the other 
got away, taking the fly w.th him. I busied 
myself putting on a new fly and then looked 
up to see Howe grinning contentedly; you 
see he knew mere about this river than | 
did, but I was learnirg 

In the next 15 or 20 minutes I had landed 
five or six more out of that same pool, and 
swung the boat over into the cur- 
saying, “We have got 35 miles of 
this ahead of us and if we stop this way at 
every eddy this boat won't hold half of 
them. It is not everybody that knows how 
to handle a fly when I take them down to 


this river, but I see right now that you have 








fished somewhere before.” 

“Anything you say goes, Charlie,” said I, 
“so lay your course and I will try and take 
care of my end of it,” and away we went 

The current of the Flathead, if you stay 
in it, will carry you down stream at the 
average rate of about six miles an hour with- 
out using the oars, and there is an eddy full 
of fish about every 100 feet all along that 35 
»s, and I guess there are anywhere from 
hungry trout in every one of 
the eddies We only stopped at about three 


edd’es and then merely drifted by the others, 
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while I cast once or twice into them as we 
drifted along. Really, it wasn’t a fishing trip, 
imply a process of loading the boat 
ashamed to tell you how many 
ght, but it was more than any white 
itled to. It was a repetition of 


it 






singles, doubles and three at a time at every 
eddy we came to, with that man Howe grit 
ning at me all the way down that 35 miles 

As a fishing stream I have put it down i 
my private fishing list as beng too good be 
cause it keeps you busy every minute; you 
don’t even have time to light your pipe. It 
does not take a fisherman to catch fish there; 
anybody can catch them with any kind of 
fly and if half of them get away after you 
hook them, it does not make a bit of differ- 
ence because you can catch more in two 
hours than you can carry anyhow. Charlie 
!s the supreme admiral of a fleet of boats 
that he navigates on this river for the benefit 
of any trout-hungry sportsman who may 
take a notion they want to go fishing. 

The little town of Belton, which is the 
gateway to Lake McDonald and the Glacier 
National Park country, is situated at the 
lower end of a rock-walled cafion; above 
here the river is a series of pools and roar 
ing white rapids; then for the next 35 miles 
down to Columbia Falls it rests a little bit 
in its mad race toward Flathead Lake and is 
just the right kind of water for fishing, being 
swift enough to give all the pleasures and 
some of the thrills of a fast river voyage 

Now, white water that i; shallow is a dan 
gerous proposition, but white water that is 
deep simply holds the fascination of swift 
mot oa, and given a good boat and a man 
who understands land ing it in swift water, 
a pleasure. I 





every foot of trave! hecomes 
have rum rivers in all kinds of boats with all 
kinds of men under pretty nearly every 
condition imaginable, and I want to say that, 
in my judgment, Charlie is as expert a river- 
man as I have ever met and he is a genial, 
companionable sort of man to boot, one of 
those good fellows that you will list as a 
friend of yours after you have spent a day 
on the river with him. He is we'l educated, 
up to date, gentlemanly and capable in every 
way and knows every inch of the Flathead 
River as you know your backyard and he 
proved it to my entire satisfaction by taking 
a little rowboat down through every one ot 
those rapids without sh’pping a cupful of 
water. There are some rapids there that 
would turn a boat over in the hands of an 
incompetent men, though they are rot at all 
dangerous to a man who really knows the 
river. 

McDonald creek enters the river from 
Lake McDonald, a short distance below Bel 
ton, and this stream is alive with trout also; 
it is only three or four miles long and is the 
outlet of Lake McDonald in Glacier Park 

It is a beautiful river from a scenic point 
of view and is easily reached, as the Great 
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Northern railroad follows the river bank 
from Columbia Falls almost to the summit 
of the Rockies and there are fifteen or twenty 
stations where one may drop off and fish to 
his heart’s content with the absolute cer- 
tainty of gathering in all the trout he wants. 
Montana charges a fishing license of $1 per 
season, which you can procure from any jus- 
tice of the peace. If I were advising you, 
I would say by all means go to Belton, Mont., 
and make your arrangements with Howe, 
whom Mr. S. Clair, who runs the Hotel 
Chalet at Belton, can easily find for you. 
Wind up your outing by running down the 
Flathead River with him on this fishing trip, 
and if your wife loves the outdoors by all 
means take her with you, for she will enjoy 
that river trip just as much as you do, and 
she can catch all the trout she wants to, even 
if she has never cast a fly in her life. 


aS ee 
THE SALMON AND THE ROD 





A Scrap with a Salmon 


‘Twas this way: I started out for trout, 
that light rod (I haven’t weighed it, but 
think that it is 4%4 ounces), the small reel 
that I have and only 25 yards of line. After 
casting several minutes with two flies on, 
not getting a single rise, my guide suggested 
using a fly which he had made himself and 
which he said was good for trout or salmon. 
He called the fly a Jack Scott. It had only 
a single hook and was somewhat smaller than 
a regular salmon hook. So I put it on just 
this one fly, and I forgot to mention that I 
left Boston in such a hurry that I didn’t buy 
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any new leaders and all I had was a single 
gut leader used last year. Well, I made a 
few casts and on the fifth or sixth I felt a 
tug, slight but sure, and as it was under 
water the guide yelled “Salmon!” 

I gave a good jerk and when the guide saw 
the line good and taut he knew I had him 
and then he began to talk like hell-bent for 
Chelsea telling me what to do. He knew 
about that 25 yards and the expected run His 
Nibs would soon make. He sure did run 
50 to 60 feet and then made the prettiest leap 
out of water, fully five feet (the guide said 
six). When the reel began to spin the guide 
paddled some I can tell you, afraid His Nibs 
would go the limit of my line. Then he 
came downstream about 30 feet. Fortunately 
I was able to keep the slack reeled up and 
then I was all ready for another jump out 
of water. "Twas only a small one and then 
in the next half hour he broke water four 
more times. The sixth was bear, similar to 
the first, but more rapid, and the son-of-a- 
gun was headed downstream toward swift 
water. I felt I would lose him, but my 
guide sure could handle a canoe and soon 
my line was taut. 

Then I had a job keeping him away from 
the swiftest water. He sure pulled and it 
would have done your heart good to have 
seen that rod bend. My wrist ached and the 
black flies bit, but I didn’t care. He broke 
three more times, sulking quite a while be- 
tween jumps. After the ninth I had him, 
and thinking too much of him to lose him 
now, and also being afraid of the leader and 
somewhat excited over this, my first one, | 
made up my mind not to risk losing him 
after working so hard. Not going after 
salmon, we didn’t have a gaff. I never 
thought of my net, and when the guide sug- 
gested lifting him with a paddle, I said, “yes” 
—he was some excited, too, for he sure did 
want me to get him—and he stunned him 
and then I hauled him into the canoe. 

From the farthest point upstream to where 
I finally got him that salmon traveled 225 
feet—one hour and twenty minutes. I soon 
found the other fellows upstream and a pair 
of scales registered His Royal Giblets at 
8% pounds. Now that it is all over, of 
course, I am mighty sorry I didn’t take the 
chance and land him in the canoe without 
any assistance. Why didn’t I use my net? 
Well, I ought not to kick. We all know 
afterward how it should have been done 
and when you consider what luck I did have, 
well, I guess the rest can be excused 


Bertram C. Goucp. 
Malden, Mass. 
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Unkel David’s Letter 
Dere FELDE & STREME: 
In tl 


envid the redbird his jakkt & the song 


hay day of mi yooth I may have 





sparrer his voice, & I may have side to be 

a eegul, so | cood sore 
in the bloo skies. 
ut I don't recall that I 
wisht to he a ploom bird. 
Even to a meer child the 





idee is not. attraktive. 


Hoo wood want to be 
killed when his ploomidge 
was just at the best? A 
bird be prowd of his 





fethers & still not appree- 
shiate dying so that the 


best of his tale plooms can be stuk in the 


lis t { 
fotty (40) dollar hat 
doiter. | heer sum Smar: Eliuck of a reeder 


f sum millyunare’s 
saying I am mixt in mi fakts, becos the hen 
bird :s the one (1) that has got the plooms, 
but a riter is alowd latitood in his meiafurs 


sirane \loar 





iN 
1 want to maik plooms unpopler 
-e consoomer, it 1s well to tl 


when he speeks in a poet 
ver, if you 


w.t the 






gentei:man bird is the ma 
suffrer from th’s disgraisful trathk. Ladies 
as a rewl are unfealing toward their own 
seks, & when you tel 
shot & her immatoor chikkens left to starve, 
they are app to say, “Huh! it served her rite 
[he very 1 er childrun at 
home & flying around with fotty (49) 
inth’s salary of a young 
Sech a giddy eggrette 





plooms, wuth 


lady stennogg« 





- 5 
ne don’t deserve the s-ni- 
puthy of deesent peepul!’ But, you don't 
see no wimmens’ clubs raising munny to 
take care of the littel orphin shitepo 
mammies have been bushwhacked while they 
was owt hustling grub. It is like the case 
of the Wurm hoo tried to work over time 
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numbers of plooms going to waist on the 
ground down South—mabby one (1) to evry 
millyun (1,000,000) zkers, the moar I git 
mad at the fool laws that keep good sittyzens 
from piking them up & swapping them for 
whisky & tobakker. & suppose these saim 
men carry a hunderd (100) doller shotgu 
along with them to shoot squirls & turky 
chikkins so their children can have one (1) 
skware meel a week, shall we raze a how! 
if the gun goes off by axident & kills ploom 
bird? Perrish the thot! Axidents okkur 

awl biznesses—even our own. We coodent 
maik a living if they dident. Sum of us 
maik m‘staiks in giving the rite change owt 
of a big bill; uthers git mixt in the howse 
numbers & find fat pokkit books & depart- 
mint stoar silverwair where we dident dreme 
of looking for sech plunder; and still uthers 
git publik contrax for solid stone work & 
axidently fill in with tin can & old gum 
boots. It is awl in the day’s work. No 
man is morrilly or legully responsibel for a 
axident. 

Vote for the Levy bill. Let the onnest 
ploom hunter git owt among the muskeeters 
& stay there, & he won’t have so mutch time 
to steel grene corn & wattermelons. & 
mebby he will maik a big hawl & whak up 
with his friends. If he don’t there is awl 
ways the big hat bilding companies hoo will 
dowtless appreeshiate yore help in keeping 
up the ploom supply. I shall send markt 
copies of this to a few of them & see if 
they won't res pperkate with a noo hat for 
Sar An Yores trulie, 

UNKEL DAVID. 

P. S—Sar An sais she aint pertikler what 
sort of a hat, so it is big & has plenty of 
culler in it. Something to soot a lady of 
moddist but pudgy figger & a leetel short of 
hare over the eers. General culler tone, 
chessnut sorrel with streeks of silver gray 
where it don’t mutch show. Prefer to git 
the hat before the seezun closes at Koney 
Hund. Yores trulie, 


UNKEL DAVID 


Must He Have a License? 
Editor, Firetp AND STREAM 
Please let me know whether it is neces- 
sary to get a license to carry and use a 


small caliber rifle on walks around the pla C3 


if so, can you get it for me and how much 
will it cost? 

Kindly mail me a copy of July lietp anp 
STREAM Very truly yours, 

Inlet, N. Y Frep’k S. Rose 

If you are a resident of New York State 
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your license will cost you $1.10 and is issued 
by the county clerk of the county in which 
your township is located. These are good 
from the date of issue to December 31st of 
each year. 

The license must be carried on the person 
and presented for inspection when required. 





Rifle Experiences of an Old-Timer 


[ read in sportsmen’s magazines long and 
learned discussions on rifles, and sometimes 
I have to smile at ideas advanced. At other 
times I read things that are instructive, but 
a man as old as I am who has seen the rifle 
develop from the old muzzle-loader of very 
low power to our present arms of tremen- 
dous power, I cannot see what the present 
generation have to complain about. 

My first experience was, of course, with 
the muzzle-loader. Then on the frontier I 
used a Spencer and a Sharps and next the 
Needle gun, which was the best of them. 

Later I used a Ballard and that beat the 
Needle gun. Then I bought a .44 caliber 
Winchester carbine and used it for years 
till actually worn out. Then I bought an- 
other of the same and nearly wore that out. 
My business called me to new forests and I 
always carried the .44 Winchester carbine. 
I used to buy the cartridges by the thou- 
sand and there was hardly a day that I did 
not shoot for about seventeen years. Now 
a modern sportsman would laugh at the old 
.44, but let me tell you something: The 
.44 rifle killed more game than any other 
rifle I owned ever killed or ever will kill. 

Then came the “smokeless,” and a friend 
told me of the wonderful things it would 
do, but when I saw the .30-30 cartridge I 
laughed at it till he took me out and showed 
me what it would do; but still the bullet 
looked awfully small to me. Later I went on 
a hunting trip to Maine and bought and 
took with me the .30-30, but I took along 
the .44 so as to be sure of game. I tried the 
.30-30 and liked it, but wanted more lead 
and about that time the Winchester people 
brought out the .32 Special and I bought 
one of them and used it with good success 
on caribou in Newfoundland. Next the 
Winchesters introduced the .33, shooting 200 
grains of lead, and I bought one of them. 
This was a fine rifle and I used it on moose 
and caribou with good success, but I wanted 
a longer range rifle and bought the Win- 
chester model 1895, shooting the U. S. G. 
.03 rimless with 220 grains of lead, and this 
combines long range, a heavy bullet and 
great striking power. I killed a_ grizzly 
bear eight feet long with it, putting five 
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bullets clear through, each making a fatal 
wound. I consider the matter of long range 
of great importance as it is frequently a 
long shot or no shot. 

Now about the kind of rifles. I would 
advise every man to use the one he likes 
the best. There are lots of good rifles and 
we Americans should be proud of our manu- 
facturers who have produced so many good 
ones. However, I would say that I have 
never yet seen a poor Winchester. I appre- 
ciate the fact that a man becomes attached 
to a rifle that he has used for years and 
that has never failed him in time of trouble 
and it is quite natural for him to think that 
it is the best there is. I have read about 
the “weak” points and the liability to “jam” 
and a lot more of the scientific matter con- 
nected with rifles, but here is what I have 
to say about the Winchester: I have used 
it for about thirty years and never had one 
“jam” and never had one fail to fire when 
I asked it to. I always bought the Win- 
chester cartridge, never reloaded any and 
took good care of my rifle. My belief is that 
the most of the “jams” and failures to fire 
are due to poor care of the weapon or faulty 
ammunition. 

I am not saying a word against any other 
make of rifles (there are lots of good ones), 
but it is quite natural for me to stand by 
an arm that has been with me in all kinds 
of places for so long a time and never failed 
me in time of need. A. C. Frissie. 

Seatt'e, Wash. 


Using Three Sorts of Cartridge 

For the last nine years I have used a 
.22 caliber rifle a great deal, and as we live 
in the country I have an excellent oppor- 
tunity to find out what an arm of this cali- 
ber is capable of doing. The rifle that has 
been my “stand-by” for the number of years 
above mentioned is a Stevens “Favorite” .22 
caliber, using the short, long and long-rifle 
cartridges. To manufacture a better shoot- 
ing arm than this would be hard to do. I 
have shot a number of hawks at 140 and one 
at 150 yords. By the way, I almost forgot 
to state that the rifle was fitted with Lyman 
combination rear sight No. 2 and an ivory 
combination front sight No. 5 

I have also used a ’90 model Winchester 
extensively, using the .22 short, but never 
saw it make a better score than my Stevens, 
using the same cartridge. But from the 
reading of Mr. Wale’s article I am of the 
opinion he is inquiring about a repeating 
arm using the three cartridges above men- 
tioned. We are all well aware of the fact 
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that we, as a rule, shoot a greater number 
of times when hunting with a repeater than 
with a single shot. Now, :f you are using 
shorts in a repeater chambered for the 
long rifle it is ev-dent that owing to the 
fact that the .22 short has a shorter shell 
than the .22 long-rifle, the portion of the 
chamber in the barrel that Les beyond the 
short shell very quickly fouls, and unless 
the barrel is cleaned quite frequently the 
gun is apt to become quite inaccurate. 

A few months ago I purchased a 1906 
model Winchester, using without change or 
adjustment of carrier the short, long and 
long-rifle cartridges. I could not make a de- 
cent score with it, but laid that to the s:ghts. 
So I purchased a Lyman combination ivory 
front sight No. 5 Bb and a Marble Simplex 
rear sight. I put these on the riile myself 
and the gun is a marvel of accuracy. When 
using .22 shorts loaded with black powder 
I clean the barrel every six or eight shots 
and when using King’s sem:-smokeless pow- 
der, every fifteen or twenty shots. I prefer 
the latter powder. 

3ut is it possible for one gun to shoot 
all of these cartridges accurately? From my 
own experience I will say yes. But if. you 
want to avoid a peck of trouble use .22 
Stevens-Pope Armory when you want to use 
long-rifle cartridges. These cartridges are 
identical to the .22 long-rifle with the excep- 
tion that the shell is crimped on the bullet 
in such a way that the crimpng does not 
effect the accuracy. Thus in extracting an 
unexploded cartridge the bullet and shell 
never part company and powder is never 
emptied into the action, as is usually the 
case when extracting an unexploded long- 
rifle. I consider a repeater using the short, 
long and long-rifle a great boon to the 
sportsr-au. If you want to shoot at short 
range you can use shorts and not make 
much no’‘se; if you wish to drop a crow or 
hawk at from 100 to 150 yards just drop in 
a long-rifle, set your sight, and if you can 
hold on the game it is yours. 

Yours cordially, 
Wiis O. C. ELtis. 
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Greenfield, O. 





Gun Crank Department 
(Violent Ward) 


EDITED BY NORMAN CROWELL 


The editor of this department, after re- 
ceiving about seven pecks of letters from 
friends relative to the Gun Department, 
threw away his belt and bought a new one 
with eleven more holes in it. If this does not 


hold him a special order will be filed with 


a good harness factory for a surcingle guar- 
anteed to fit. 

(Notice: As the editor of this department 
expects to depart for Australia soon in 
search of material to. make these columns 
brighter and fresher, we trust that a tem- 
porary absence of the department may not 
cause undue melancholy among its readers 
Ep., F. & S.) 

With pardonable pride we print below a 
letter received from Milwaukee. The letter 
explains itseif. Come again, Osgar. 

Etidur Gun Debartmend: 

Id iss onpossiple to egspress der dekree 
uf bleasuraple missgifings vich hass_ egs- 
plodet in der bosom uf der wrider vhen der 
FIELT UND STREAM egsposed idself lasd veek 
Der new gun go!umns iss a fine pissness. 
Der chentelman vhat hass been segured to 
oberat‘on id iss uf der highesd rank. | 
pelief he iss aboud der rankesd der iss. 

Blease information me vhen der subscrib- 
tion uf der makazine egspires. Also vich iss 
der atdress uf der gun golumn etidur und 
vhere iss dere a dirty-dirty rifle for sale 
qvick. Rabidly your frient, 

OsGaR SCHLAUB 
Editor, Gun Department: 

I see in your July issue that Colonel Roose- 
velt failed to get a trajectory with his Win- 
chester. I have a slightly used one which | 
would willingly give him as it does not ap- 
pear to fit my 45-caliber rifle. 

It trajects O. K., but is a trifle free in its 
trajections. According to the Winchester 
catalogue the bullet should be about four 
inches above the line at 50 yards when on 
the 100-yard range. But I have an average 
of two out of five shots hit the ground at 
from 20 to 60 yards, while some strike 
about 25 feet to the left of the target. 

I think that this is caused by the trajectory 
being loose and turning in the barrel. If the 
Colonel thinks that he can grind it down to 
fit his gun he is welcome to it. 

Respectfully, S. IMpLe. 

Darby, Pa. 

We are also in receipt of a hearty letter 
from Nels Olafson, of Mule Tail, Idaho 
Here it is: 

Master Ayditor: 

Ay ban purty long vays from dis har 
Coney Island, but Ay know gude teng vhen 
Ay see hem, bay Yingo! Ay bat yo dis har 
Crowell faller ban shooting axpert, yassir! 
Vhat hay don’t know vould mak purty beeg 
book, Ay bat yo. 

Ay ban shooting few tengs out har vid 
tirty-fem Remington cannon, but Ole Peter- 
son hay got gun vid tirteen-inch collar vich 








bain ees. 








CAMA, 











ban holy terror. Vhen Ole hit a bear vid 
das gun hay hef to use spectacle to look 
for hem. Vall, it ban purty varm day for 
so Cc ld as it ban. 


Yours truly, NELS OLAFSON 


The editor of this department, if he is 
permitted to live, will present an authori- 
tative treatise on why the muzzle end of a 
choke bored gun barrel is smaller than the 
breech end. 





The Great Prize Fishing Contest 


The results in the June Class Brook Trout 
in which the winner was but 5 pounds 11 
ounces, goes to prove the contention of many 
veteran trout fishermen that the largest brook 
trout do not rise to the fly. Having grown 










The Sportsman’s World 425 


old, fat and lazy, and being besides the boss 
of the pool, the big fellow finds floating flies 
and gnats too small eats for his royal 
palette and prefers to feed on small min- 
nows, trout or worms as a more sustaining 
diet. Note also that New York State won 
all the prizes in the June Class. In the July 
Class anything over a pound will be eligible 
for a prize as the affidavits now stand so 
don’t be scared out by the big Maine and 
New Hampshire trout of April, but send in 
your affidavit as the season is all in the favor 
of smaller trout being entered. Remember 
that you have until September 15th to enter 
in this class. Do not fail to keep it in mind 
during the summer. Another thing: Now 
and then some ultra-aesthetic sport comes at 
us with the growl that it is “unsportsman- 
like” to offer prizes for the biggest fish 
caught. One man says that you might as well 
offer a sculptor’s prize for the fattest and 
grossest figure designed. Honestly, we fail to 
see the analogy. If catching the largest, old- 
est and wariest fish in his class is not the su- 
preme test of being a master-fisherman we 
venture to inquire what would you have? 
If we had offered prizes for the b 


iggest catch 
of fish there would be some fairress in the 
criticism. But we precisely do not do any 
such thing. We endeavor, on the contrary, 
to discourage the fish-iog, to set him after 
the big fellows and let the little ones grow 
Take a foeman worthy of your steel if you 
wish to be classed as a real fisherman and to 
win a prize in this contest of angling skill 
vs. fish experience. 
The Winners 
Brook Trout—June Class 

First Prize—Herman B. Christian, 5 
pounds II ounces 21% inches, caught at Nev- 
ersink River, N. Y. 

Second Prise—LeRoy W. Arthur, 4 pounds 
zi inches, caught at Oswigatchie R. Grog- 
ham, N. Y. 

Third Prize—J. S. Ehrich, 3% pounds, 17 
inches, caught at Amber Lake, N. Y. 

Fourth Prize—Herman B. Christian, 21% 
pounds, 17 inches, caught at Neversink, 
N. Y. 

Prizes Awarded Brook Trout—June Class 

First Prize—“Bic” trout casting rod, Ab- 
erombie & Fitch Co., to Herman B. Chris- 
tian 

Second Prize—Pair of Gokey boots, Wm 
N. Gokey Shoe Co., to LeRoy W. Arthur. 

Third Prize—Jamison coaxer trout ba'ts, 
W. J. Jamison, to J. S. Ehrich. 

Fourth Prize—Dozen Burtis gold medal 
trout flies, Geo. H. Burtis, to Herman B 
Christian, 
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Leaders in Other Classes 


Ouananiche—Merrill S. Flint, 13 pounds 14 
ounces. 

Tarpon—E. A. Richard, 175 pounds. 

Rainbow Trout—E. C. Fort, 18 pounds 3 
ounces. 

Small-Mouth Black Bass—Rev. F. Hess, 
6% pounds. 

Large-Mouth Black Bass (Northern Divi- 
sion)—S. G. Robinson, 8 pounds. 

Large-Mouth Black Bass (Southern Di- 
vision)—E. M. Hardy, 11 pounds, 9 ounces. 

Pickerel—K. Heid, 15 pounds. 

Salmon—‘“B. P.,” 8% pounds. 

Muscallonge—W. P. Corbett, 31% pounds. 

Channel Bass—Robert R. Bridgers, 44 
pounds, 





The Ouananiche or Landlocked Salmon 
Class 


As announced in April, we have been 
enabled, through the generosity of Mr. Bis- 
pham, of Philadelphia, to open a contest in 
the Ouananiche Class. Mr. Bispham has 
preferred to put $150 into one magnificent 
silver cup especially designed by himself and 
executed by Tiffany & Co., same to be first 
prize. We have arranged the following sec- 
ond and third grand prizes: 

Second Grand Prize— One 
mounted landlocked salmon, 
mounted by the S. L. Crosby Co. 

Third Grand Prize—One ‘“Neverbreak” 
split bamboo trolling rod, value $10. Made 
by Dame Stoddard Co. Ouananiche contest 
opened April 15th; closes October 3oth. 
These prizes are awarded for the biggest 
landlocked salmon (Salmo sebago) caught 
between the above dates. 


10 - pound 
value, $20, 





PRIZE FISHING CONTEST LETTERS 
He Leads the Tarpon Class 


I beg to hand you affidavit covering 175- 
pound tarpon which I caught on the 14th 
inst. at Estara Bay, Hickory Pass, Gulf of 
Mexico, Fla. 

The rod which I used to catch this fish 
was a snake wood tip rod, weighing 10:4 
ounces, made for me especially by E. Vom 
Hofe & Co., 97 Fulton Street, city. 

The guide who was with me in the boat at 
the time, and who gaffed the fish, was Frank 
Green. residing in Fort Myers, Fla. The 
other witness was the captain of my yacht, 
S. D. Jones, who was a short distance from 
my launch, from which | fished, and who saw 
the fish on its first jump and until I landed 
him. 

I caught the fish still fishing in about 
6% feet of water, sand bottom. 
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If you desire any further data relative to 
this catch I am at your service. 
New York, N. Y. E. A. RicHArp, 





Has the Daddy Channel Bass 


I hereby inclose my entry to your Prize 
Fishing Contest, Channel Bass _ division. 
You will also note that I inclose statement 
of party who tested the scales on which this 
fish was weighed. On this scale the fish 
showed an exact weight of 44 pounds, but 
owing to the error of the scales of 3-10 per 
cent, I have filled in the corrected weight 
in the inclosed copy of your affidavit as 43 
pounds 14 ounces. 

This affidavit is witnessed by two parties 
who saw me catch this fish and also saw him 
weighed. Is it necessary or desirable to in- 
close affidavits from them setting forth 
these facts? 

I inclose photos showing this fish, also 
some other large ones caught on the same 
trip. Yours very truly, 

R. R. Bripcers. 

Wilmington, N. C. 

N. B.—Does the weight of tackle used play 
any part in the awarding of the prizes? 

Fish must be caught with rod and reel; 
no weight limit of tackle specified—EDp. 








Takes an 18-Pound Rainbow Trout 


I was fishing in St. Mary’s River at the 
Falls, near Seudler Deumber Electric Power 
Plant, inside the new dyke being built by 
the United States Government, in water not 
to exceed 5% feet. This big fellow grabbed 
my Dowagiac as soon as [I started to reel it 
in; I thought there was some mistake and 
thought possibly I was caught on a root, but 
soon found out differently when he started 
for deep water. I gave him all the line | 
had, 50 yards, and then checked him up. 
After doing this a couple of times he real- 
ized something was fast to him and tried a 
new one, that of coming toward me rapidly. 
I now thought of my having a fine rod anc 
reel, together with a good silk line, and had 
confidence in landing him if I could keep 
him in deep water. I had a landing net, 
but a small one, besides I could not get near 
enough to use it, so I just led him after one 
hour and three-quarters into shallow water, 
where he could not swim. I was fishing 
from shore and did not get my feet wet. 

E. C. Fort. 

Sault Ste. Marie, Mich. 

P. S—I am sending you under separate 
cover photo of three rainbow 8 pound each. 
Unfortunately I did not have a picture of 
two of the larger ones. 













Fe SLES iT sag UES 


20,2 neni 














‘ies 
lim 


rth 


Iso 
me 


lay 


2el ; 


the 
wer 
by 
not 
bed 
a] it 
and 
but 
rted 
ie I 
up. 
-eal- 
ed a 
idly 
and 
had 
keep 
net, 
near 
one 
atef, 
hing 






































14 


lest vita AD a otis eA aS eI 





Caught an 114%4-Pound Large-Mouth 
(Southern Division) 

On April 17th we left Richmond, Va., for 
our club house at Providence Forge. The 
fishing ground owned by the club is about 
a mile and a half long and a quarter of i 
mile wide at the widest part. It is formed 
by a backwater of the Chickahominy River 
dammed at one end, giving power to a grist 
mill and fed by the river at the upper end. 
The day was cloudy with occasiona! bursts 
of sunshine. Several large bass had been 
caught during the last two seasons weighing 
as high as eight and a half pounds and a few 
had been hooked by members, but not lan i] 
which were evidently larger still. 

By nine o'clock we had settled down t9 
our day’s fishing, the rain had begun to fall 
in a steady drizzle, but we stuck at it until 
eleven and had neither of us a strike or bite 
though we had trolled with artificial and 
live minnows and also still fished; we were 
anchored at the mouth of a small cove bor- 
dered by cypress trees and bushes and were 
casting toward some half-submerged logs. 
I had a small minnow hooked on one of the 
rear hooks of an orange-and-white Dowagiac 
minnow, ard, casting a few feet from a log 
zbout twenty feet to our left, it was struck 
with a force that almost tore the rod from 
my hand. With drag on and thumbing the 
line I managed to work him away from the 
fallen tree and let him run up the cove about 
a hundred feet. The line (a Silver K’ng) 
fairly humming with the strain, we then got 
the first sight of him (a magnilicent hass) 
for he rose to the surface, leaping almost 
over on himself. After several strong 
surges to the right and left he made off to 
the left toward some brushwood. Rather 
than lose him and being unable to stop him 
in any other way, I grasped the rod and line 
firmly in the right hand and let the line make 
a turn round the first finger of my left hand, 
carrying it to the first guide of rod, where it 
almost burnt to the bone, but effectually 
stopping the run in that dangerous direc- 
tion. He evidently tired, for I was soon 
able to extricate my finger from its painful 
position and to gradually reel in toward the 
boat. When about twenty feet away he 
woke up again and made a splendid dash, 
and before I could do anything he was right 
under the boat. Holding the tip of rod be- 
low the water to prevent line being cut by 
edge of the boat, reeling in and working 
toward the stern, where Mr. Ed. Schumacher 
(a member of Turner’s Fishing Club) skill- 
fully landed our prize and terminated my 
hardest fight, though I have caught many 
larger fish of other species. 
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He was a large-mouth bass, 243 inches 
long, 2844 inches girth and weighed I! 
pounds g ounces. ‘lhe news of the catch 
spread and the three days he was on exhibi- 
tion at least fifty skeptical fishermen came, 
saw, weighed and went away satisfied that 
this was the largest fish of this kind that 
they had ever seen “landed.” 

Mr. Christian, who saw the strike and play 
from the land, says it was eighteen minutes 
until we had him safe in the boat. I was 
using a light lancewood rod with trolling tip, 
a Silver King line, featherlight reel and 
Dowagiac minnow with minnow on one of 
rear hooks. Dr. Ernest M. Harpy. 

Richmond, Va. 





A Collection of “Specials” 


FIELD AND STREAM: 

In your last January number you publish 
a very interesting picture of .22-valiber rifles. 
I am sorry the picture omits the best model 
22 on the market, namely, Marlin model of 
‘97. I enclose photo of the pick of my arse- 
nal. If you think it of sufficient interest to 
the fraternity, let them have it in an early 
number of Fretp AND STREAM. 

No.1 is Marlin .22-caliber, ‘97 model 

No. 2 is Winchester .30-30 with extra light- 
weight barrel to interchange with 20-inch 
heavy barrel No. 3. 

No. 4 is Remington .25-20 S. S 

No. 5 is Stevens .25-R.F. model 044%. 

No. 6 is S. & W. .38 special with ivory 
bead front sight. 

None of these guns could be bought at a 
store; they were made to order and shipped 
direct to purchaser from factory. 

The .22-caliber has had most use, it has 
bagged every kind of small and medium- 
sized game in the country. As shown it has 
28-inch barrel. I am now using a new 25 
inch barrel and the gun looks like new all 
over. The other guns are kept warm most 
of the time. I have tried in them almost 
every suitable combination of powder and 
ball known to the craft. For many years I 
have not missed a number of your excellent 
magazine. 

Newport, Wash FRANK FE. WuIrHam. 























equipment, 


be supplied to our readers upon request. 








The purpose of this department is to keep our readers informed concerning the best equip- 
ment for sportsmen, and this regardless of advertising connections with manufacturers or 
dealers and to offer short practical articles on home made fishing, camping and hunting 
Manufacturers of new and improved goods are asked to submit their claims for 
them to our notice and readers who wish to give fellow sportsmen the benefits of any kinks 
that they have tried out and found good are invited to contribute. 
Information concerning any article of sportsmen’s equipment not mentioned here, will gladly 


We pay for useful ideas, 














SPORTSMAN’S WORKSHOP 


Wading Rigs 
BY LADD PLUMLEY 
Part I. 


It is a pity a male human ever has to 
grow up. There is an independence in lots 
of ways about being a boy that might have 
given points to Patrick Henry—or was it 
Jefferson who wrote the great Declaration? 

Anyhow, it was Patrick who limited him- 
self to such a meagre bill of fare—“liberty or 
death.” The average bare-legged country 
boy takes liberty as a matter of course; as 
for that old roughrider, death, that troubles 
him not at all. 

One of the first times I ever fished the 
Beaverkill river I ran across an able trout 
fisherman of eleven. Said he, when I asked 
him if his broken rubber boots didn’t leak, 
“Only wears ’em ’cause the rocks hurt. 
Water ain’t nothin’.” 

If a fellow can believe that “water ain’t 
nothin’,” wading appliances are simple 
enough. And at one time cold water had 
no terrors for me. Then I used to wear 
knickerbockers, long stockings and old 
shoes, get soaking wet—if necessary to the 
neck—and enjoy a liberty not known to men 
of mackintosh. 

But those happy times came to an end, 
and I have reached what might be called the 


rubber age. For rubber is the only thing we 
can get that will keep feet dry. 

Now the chief trouble with most rubber 
appliances is that they prove unreliable just 
when you have the best of reasons for be- 
lieving them reliable. The reason for this 
is doubtless that the manufacturers of rub- 
ber things leave out rubber almost entirely, 
that gum being expensive. 

I asked a friend who runs a shoe s‘ore 
to sell me a pair of rubber overshoes. 

“Do you want poor, poorer or poorest?” 
he asked. “Those are the grades we sell and 
can’t get any others.” 

The wearer of waterproof, so-called, wa4- 
ing things is right up against it good aid 
hard. He can, for the most part, choose be- 
tween qualities of poorness and that is about 
all. 

I have tried all sorts of plans for keeping 
my feet dry and some of these are calcu- 
lated for doing just the opposite. 

After all, the ordinary rubber boot of 
commerce, most likely made of asphalt, is not 
so bad. True, after the corrugations of the 
soles have worn smooth, like the wicked, 
the feet are always in slippery places. But 
for a time, unless you get tangled in barbed 
wire, your feet will be dry; and that 1s 
more than can be said of most of the wading 
things sold in department stores. 
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Take a Shotgun on Your Vacation 











CLEAN, HEALTHFUL, FASCINATING SPORT 


= | | Trap-Shooting, the Best Hot Weather Sport 


Make inquiry when writing for rates. If 
you find they’re not equipped take along 


onl your own trap and some targets. 
rad . . * 
ad A trap is inexpensive and targets cost but 
e- 
out a trifle. 
ying 
Icu- ; : 
Write for Free Trap-Shooting Rules Booklet No. 55 
18) 


Bat E. 1. DU PONT DE NEMOURS POWDER CO. 
Established 1802 Wilmington, Del. 
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But after the soles of the boots have worn 
smooth? Even for that there is hope. A 
shoemaker up in Sullivan county makes a 
kind of sandal which works very well in- 
deed. 

Probably any shoemaker can follow the 
instructions here given. The bottom of the 
sandal should be of very heavy sole-leather 
and should cover the foot of the rubber 
boot from forward of the heel to the toe. 
A band of leather passes around the heel 
and back of the foot, adjustable with a 
buckle on the outside of the ankle. The toe 
of the sandal is like the toe of a shoe and 
should fit snugly over the toe of the boot 
with two straps, like skate straps, making all 
secure over the ankle and foot. The bot- 
tom of the sandal should not extend over the 
heel of the boot and should be studded with 
soft iron hobnails clinched on the inside of 
the sandal. 

The matter of hobnails is important. 
There are hobnails and hobnails. I could 
write a series of sermons on hobnails and 
keep back enough material for a big book 
of essays. So it is simply impossible to do 


justice to the subject in a paragraph or two. 
I have room only for a word of advice. 

Get the ordinary cheap soft iron hobnail 
with corrugated square heads and don’t let 
the shoemaker use too many. All shoemak- 


ers are inclined to use hobnails as the old 
lady of frugal conscience said she used 
sugar in her very excellent rhubarb pie. 

“T puts in a cupful,” said she, “and then 
I shuts my eyes, and, pretending I’m Mrs. 
Hetty Green, I puts in another.” 

Discourage lavishness on the part of your 
shoemaker. If you'll let him he'll fill the 
soles of your sandals full and then hunt 
places between and drive in more. It almost 
seems as if all shoemakers were stockhold- 
ers in hobnail factories. 

As the only object of all this sandal busi- 
ness is to provide the rubber boots with hob- 
nailed soles, it might be asked, why not 
drive the hobnails into the rubber sole it- 
self? It doesn’t work. Rubber splits when 
nails are driven into it; even solid rubber 
heels will not hold hobnails. 

There are a good many advantages in the 
sandal arrangement. The sandals themselves 
are inexpensive and wear for a long time. 
Then rubber boots can be bought anywhere 
and they, too, are much less expensive than 
other kinds of wading appliances. Besides, 
a light rubber boot is fairly comfortable for 
walking and the sandals can be carried in 
the creel to the streamside or hung by strap 
or cord from the shoulders. Then, too, it is 
easy to repair a hole in the upper or leg of 
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a rubber boot. It can be seen, therefore, 
that sandals give a very satisfactory solu- 
tion for the wading problem. 

Lately there has been put on the market 
rubber boots with leather soles and heels 
and provided with hobnails. The first pair 
of these that I owned were fairly satisfac- 
tory. If they had fitted better I should be 
more enthusiastic as to their merits and 
should not have sprained my ankle during a 
trip after sea-trout to Prince Edward Island. 
Most of these patent boots are designed to 
fit anybody, and being so designed, it is not 
astonishing that they fit no one. Interchange- 
able parts for machinery are all right, but 
until men are all made in the same mould 
the makers of boots should pay a little at- 
tention to the differences in size—length and 
width—of the human foot. 

There is another very serious fault with 
these patent leather-soled rubber boots. 
Some of them get to leaking, even when 
quite new, at the edge of the sole or where 
the hobnails are driven. 

One pair I paid good money for bring a 
smile as I tell about them. For, just that 
once, dealers paid back my hard-earned 
shekels. Those boots lasted three days 
without leaking—they cost nine dollars! 

Three dollars a day for boots seemed ex- 
cessive. So I scrutinized the whole propo- 
sition. There was nothing strange about 
that leaking business; every big hobnail— 
and they were very big—was driven com- 
pletely through the rubber and the leather 
sole. Moreover, a nail of each boot had 
dropped out and a twig could be pushed 
through the two soles. Leak! Why, it was 
the neatest device for bringing a flood since 
the Johnstown dam crumpled up. 

I got my money back on those boots. 
When I showed them to the dealer and 
poked a pencil through one of the holes he 
spoke of the hobnailest of that wading gear 
in a way that may have been reprehensible, 
but which seemed justified. 

If you are out for experiences just buy 
a pair of these leather-soled boots. You 
may get something that will be beautifully 
satisfactory and you may limp with a heavy 
leaking problem on each foot. I have sat 
up nights trying to think how to calk up 
boots. 

There are other wading schemes. An in- 
genious angler whom I meet up in the coun- 
try cements a sole of corrugated rubber to 
his ordinary rubber boots. For this purpose 
he uses the rubber sold for rubber door mats. 
He obtains the cement from an automobile 
supply house in New York. It is a vulcan- 
izing solution—acid with gum rubber—and 
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inex HAMMER MAIN SPRING 


Fee. THe Quick 


= Snappy Putt 


€. If you are shooting holes in the air and leading your birds several feet because your gun has a creepy trigger 
and a slow lock, you better pass the “‘old timer’’ along and get a down-to-date Ithaca. 


€@ Our new gun has a quick, snappy pull and the hammer travels less than half an inch and falls in g}» of a second. 
That's twice the speed of any other gun jock. 
@ You know with this lock speed and the quick, snappy pull you can center your birds without leading them a yard or two. 
@ We figure that it will increase your score at least 5 per cent. 
@ Itdoesn’t take a mechanic, a scientific man, or a college professor to see that our lock is simple —all we ask a shocter to dois to look 
at it—compare it with any other when set up in the gun, so you can see whether all the parts are being shown you or not, and if we 
haven't the simplest lock we will make you a present of the gun. 


@ Our hammer is all in one piece, no toggles or stirrups attached. It cocks direct from the toe of the hammer—no cocking levers, 
bars or push reds. _Coil springs guaranteed forever. 

@ Send for beautiful catalog in colors FREE ; 18 grades, $17.75 net to $400 list 

@ Our 5% lb. 20 bore is a howling success. 


ITHACA GUN COMPANY, BOX 11, ITHACA, N. Y. 
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doubtless can be obtained in any large city. 

It should be remembered that the coun- 
try is the best place to use this cement; it 
gives forth an odor that rivals that we all 
know as the nasal warning of a little animal 
fond of small chickens. The cement, I 
think, goes the animal one better. 

When other devices have been tried out 
there is always the mackintosh stocking. 
This device can be usually put right along- 
side of the modern paper-wadded life pre- 
server. Its one merit—if merit that can be 
called—is an encourager of doubt of all hu- 
man institutions. If all things were like it 
we would need no preachers; we would be 
perfectly willing to pass into another world; 
death would have no fear. 

I remember the first pair of these yellow 
frauds I ever owned. It was when I had 
just passed through a disheartening experi- 
ence with another sort of wading gear. I 
became enamoured with the supposed virtues 
of mackintosh stockings. That first pair 
were not unlike Don Quixote’s helmet. They 
looked fine. If I had been contented to use 
them as an ornament all might have been 
well. The mistake I made was in wearing 
them. The big toe of each foot went 
through the stocking the very first day! 

If I hadn’t been able to patch rubber I 
would have been in a pretty fix. As it was, 
the things leaked all over inside of two 
weeks. 

(To be continued) 





Camp Games 
BY WARREN H. MILLER 

There come days in camp, especially in 
midsummer camps, when the fishing is slack, 
the lakes and streams have been explored, 
canoeing, except as a means of getting some- 
where, has begun to pall,—in short there 
is nothing whatever to do. And right here 
is where a good strenuous camp game,—not 
the eternal passing baseball or attempting a 
ball game with a “nine” of four men, but 
something really interesting and exciting,— 
would save the day. Mr. Seton has devised, 
or rather collected, a number of such games 
for his Boy Scouts, not a few of which can 
furnish all the sport and excitement that 
the most blasé camper could desire. You 
will note among the pictures of the Camp- 
Fire Club Annual Encampment one of these 
games,—“Harpooning the Tarpon,” or, by 
its original name, “Spearing the Great Stur- 
geon.” This formidable fish is four feet 


long and about a foot thick and can be cob- 
bled up out of a soft hemlock or spruce bil- 
let with a camp axe, if a couple of the party 
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get up the necessary energy. The next equip- 
ment needed will be two short harpoons with 
four-foot handles, and here is an excellent 
use for a couple of those Death-Shot-Dick 
hunting knives you have been toting around 
in your belt and sitting down upon in un- 
guarded moments. Lash these to light spruce 
handles and tie on about eight feet of rope 
with a mark-rag just one fathom (6 feet) 
from the harpoon. The other accessories are 
two canoes and a lake. 

To start the fun, take the tarpon to the 
center of the lake and give the word to two 
canoe teams on shore, who must shove off, 
race for the tarpon, harpoon him and get 
away to their own shore with him, one team, 
of course, having the opposite shore for goal. 
As soon as harpooned the spearer must pay 
out a fathom of line, holding the end in his 
teeth or in one hand with the paddle, and 
both he and the stern man paddle as fast as 
the Lord will let them for shore! It is al- 
lowable for the other team to ram them, 
to harpoon the tarpon at any time and try 
to pull the tarpon away and to snare the op- 
ponent’s harpoon with their own. Also to 
pull the tarpon under the boat or pass it 
around by using the line after spearing. It 
is not allowed to push the tarpon around 
before spearing, or to touch the other boat 
or paddle or spear or line except to avoid 
a head-on collision, nor to touch your own 
spear while it is in the fish, nor to throw 
the spear over the other boat. The spear- 
man can set down his harpoon any time to 
paddle, but his sternman cannot at any time 
use the spear. 

Another game capable of a lot of riotous 
fun, especially when there is no lake, is 
“Hunting the Bear.” Make a lot of stuffed 
clubs, using birch switches for core, wrap- 
ping with grass or cedar bark and covering 
with wool socks or other textiles. Each 
hunter carries a club, as does also the bear, 
who has, further, a packsack on his back, 
containing a blown-up paper bag tightly tied, 
a cardboard box, bark drum, old derby hat 
or other collapsible commodity (in the Seton 
game it is a toy balloon). This is the bear’s 
heart, and the object of the game is to break 
it and kill him. The bear has for his objec- 
tive the hats of the hunters. If he knocks 
off the hat of any hunter, that man is dead 
and must go and sit down in the precise 
spot his hat fell,—if it fell in the creek so 
much the better. The bear is accordingly a 
very fierce creature and has been known to 
slay an entire tribe of hunters single-handed. 
He has three dens 100 yards apart in a tri- 
angle in the forest, and is safe when in any 
of them or if touching the “den” when it is 
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The Grand American Amateur Championship. 


Stevens Repeating Gun 


Regular No. 522 Trapshooter Grade by Mr. Clyde Collins, 
of Alldine, Ind., with a score of 196 out of 200, eighteen yard 
rise. 


Of course this is the largest and most important shoot of 
the year and it is a fitting tribute to the wonderful shooting 
qualities of the Stevens Repeating Shotgun that the champion- 
ship should have been won with one of these guns taken out of 


stock. 

At the Wisconsin State Shoot, Mr. J. H. At the Western Connecticut Trapshooters 
Johnson tied for high average for the two League Tournament, on June 24th, Mr. 
days with a Stevens Gun. Score, 93%. C. W. Vanstone was high gun with a score 


of 139 out of 150, using aStevens. Inciden- 
tally he was also high team man in this 
Tournament with 87 out of 90.) 


These are only recent victories—the Stevens guns have been doing 
splendid work at the traps right straight along. And while the shotguns 
have been distinguishing themselves it is of interesting commentary on 
the Stevens line in general that at the Annual Shooting Festival of the 
New York Schuetzen Corps at Union Hill, N. J., on June 21st and 26th, 
the Ring target match was won by Mr. A. Hubalek, of Brooklyn, N. Y., 
and the bull’s eye target match by Mr. George Schlicht, of Guttenberg, 
N. J. Both men shooting the Stevens Rifles at 200 yards. (The second 
and third prizes on the Target were also won with Stevens Rifles.) 

If you once use a Stevens Shotgun or Rifle you automatically pledge 
yourself to Stevens for Life—you will never Change. 


J. Stevens Arms & Tool Company 


Factory of Precision 


DEPT. 172 CHICOPEE FALLS, MASS. 


—_—_— 
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a tree. When the head hunter counts 100 
the bear must sally forth and make the 
rounds of all three dens. The hunter who 
kills him gets his job. 

The game of canoe tilting is familiar to all 
and is apt to become a b:t tiresome if the or- 
dinary straight tilting pole with round pad 
on the end is used. I have seen two evenly 
matched contestants keep it up for half an 
hour without either being able to push the 
other overboard. But, by putting a hook 
on it, the tilting pole becomes far more 
deadly, as you can then yank your enemy by 
the elbow or behind the knee, or, if he makes 
an unusually strengthy lunge at you, can 
snake him overboard by cuddling the imple- 
ment lovingly around his neck and assisting 
his own momentum. I used to come this 
scheme on the beloved dandeakin and get 
him nine cases out of eight. Almost every 
sort of foul tactics is allowable in the canoe 
tilting match except swatting your oppo- 
rent on the bean with the tilting pole. You 
can ram him, hook him over backwards by 
the heel or knee, blobber him under the chin 
with the push-end of the pad, snare his pole, 
and make strong battle generally. Seton 
counts a foul to hook or push below the 
helt, which is a wise precaution for boys 
but need hardly hold for grown men. The 
po'es are of bamboo, not over ten feet long, 
and can be made up of old cane fishing 
poles, or in place of these, of straight yellow 
birch or chestnut shoots. The hook is of a 
forked branch, so that it barbs backwards a 
tr'fie, and its arm should be about a foot 
long. After lashing to the pole it is wadded 
with grass or cedar bark and covered with 
canvas. Waterproof it with paint or par- 
afin if possible, as otherwise the wad be- 
comes very heavy and unwieldy when wet. 
This game can also be played indoors, or in 
the woods when there is no lake, by mount- 
ing the contestants on barrels stood on end 
or on short log-ends free to roll. 

An Indian game which will appeal to the 
boys and ladies in camp is “Shoot the Rab- 
bit.” A hickory hoop about 16 inches diam- 
eter is made and each contestant provides 
himself with a f short javelins 
made of yellow birch, chestnut, or sassafr: 
The stand in a and 
endeavor to shoot their javelins through the 
hoop as it rolls past at a distance of eight 
Each miss costs you a bean, and if 
Other- 


number « 


shoots piayers row 


paces. 


all miss, the hoopmar gets the pot. 
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wise the one who spears the rabbit gets the 
stakes and is the next hcopman. 

For rainy weather, where the whole camp 
is confined indoors for perhaps three or four 
days, everyone soon tires of the everlasting 
bridge and poker, and longs for some good, 
wholesome, active game. In addition to our 
standard jumping, cockfighting and_blind- 


man’s-buff games the Indians have a few 
not so well known. A very jolly and ludi- 
crous one is “Slapping the Beaver.” The 


“ 


man who is “it” leans against the wall with 
his left arm across his eyes and his right 
hand behind his back with the palm extend- 
ing outward. All the other players form in 
a semi-circle around him and endeavor to 
slap his palm without being detected. The 
instant his is slapped “it” can whirl around 
and scrutinize each face in the circle. He 
must decide which one it was. If wrong, 
he is still “it,” and must face the wall again. 
If he picks the right one, he or she becomes 
“it.” Only one player at a time can slap 
the beaver, and he must whirl around and 
give a decision each time. 

“Marking the Long Trail” or “Farthest 
North” is another interesting one. Each 
player in turn drops on the floor on his left 
hand and toes and with his right and a 
scratch-stick (or pencil) marks as far as 
possible from the line which his toes must 
not cross. He then recovers without at any 
time allowing any part of his body except 


the leit hand and both toes to touch the 
ground. It is really wonderful how “Far- 
thest North’ grows as each contestant 
stretches out a joint. You start at what 


was apparently your absolute limit, the far- 
thest you could ever hope to do in this world 
or the next. Four turns later you are mark- 
ing a whole foot farther than your ultimate 
effort and still have hopes. The height of 
the man has little to do with it, as to win 
out depends mostly on ambition and the en- 
durance of your left wrist. 

“Clipping the Turkey” is another ludicrous 
indoor game. One man sits on a campstool 
with his knees apart, while the other kneels 
in front of him, clucking and gobbling, and 
at unexpected intervals dives his head 
through the other’s knees. It looks like a 
pipe for the man on the stool, as it seems 
impossible to dash your head between an- 
other man’s knees without being caught 
but,—just make it a bean for every time the 
turkey gets through unscathed and see who 
gets rich quick. 
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FOR MORE THAN 


300 YEARS 


The Carthusian Monks Have Made 


LIQUEUR 


PERES CHARTREUX 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


The World’s Most Famous 
CORDIAL 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 
weeer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. 4 
Sole Agents for the United States 
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MITH_ GUN 


HUNTER ONE<TRIGGE 


HOOSE your gun as you would your hat—to fit you 
perfectly. It means higher scores and more birds. 
There is some rather wise advice on this point in our 

handsomely lithographed new Catalogue—and you may 
have it for the asking. 


THE FIRST THING to remember, however, is that it does make a great 
deal of difference whether or not your gun fits you, The next thing to 
remember is that there is a Hammerless Smith Gun that does fit you better 
than any other gun in the world. 























The most wonderful improvement in gun-making in the 
past fifty years is the Hunter One-Trigger. It is just as 
great a boon to the professional as to the amateur sports- 
man. It spells accuracy to the highest degree. 


The most wonderful advance in gun-making this year is the thoroughly 
tried and tested new 20-Gauge Hammerless Smith Gun—with or without 
the Hunter One-Trigger attachment. Weighs 5%4 to 7lbs. Just 

all gun and no frills. Ask about it today 


THE HUNTER ARMS CO. 
70 Hubbard Street 
Fulton 


It. 
NY. LEZ 
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$2000.00 Prize Fishing Contest 
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[N\ow Tell FIELD AND STREAM How You Caught Him! 








GET POSTED BEFORE YOU TAKE THAT FISHING TRIP 

FIELD AND STREAM is promoting this contest primarily as an incentive for every sports- 
man to take an interest in game fishing as never before. We believe that every man, woman 
or boy, whether novice or expert, will take an added interest in fishing his favorite lake or 
stream because here is a prize to be won, an honor to be gained in trying for the big 
fellow and leaving the small fry to the non-sportsman who only wants to yank in as many 
as possible and not to try his skill against the wise and the wary ones. We believe that 
all will be interested in reading HOW, WHEN AND WHERE the big fish were caught, 
what kind of water they were taken in, the kind of tackle used, how long it took to land 
them and the story of the killing. These stories will be published in Fretp anp STREAM 
immediately at the close of each month’s Contest and the stories of the Grand Prize winners 
at the end of the season. 

We are therefore offering $2,000 worth of prizes as an award of merit of skill to those 
of our readers who catch the biggest fish during the coming season and send us a brief 
account of how it was done. 

There are no strings to this contest. Any one may compete, whether a subscriber to 
FIELD AND STREAM or not. Open to everyone in the United States, Canada and Mexic 

This contest requires no extra time or expense—simply take along a pair of scales and 
a tape measure when you go fishing, and if he looks like a prize winner be sure you have 
two witnesses as to his weight, etc. 

We have tried to make the conditions fair to all and to give prizes enough to interest 
every man, woman or boy who uses a rod or reel. 

This will be one of the most interesting and educational editorial features tiiat has ever 
been published in a sportsman’s' magazine and we believe that in holding this Contest we 
are giving the readers of FrELD AND STREAM a unique opportunity to learn the methods of 
fishermen throughout the whole country. 


CONDITIONS. 


First—The fish must be caught with rod and reel in its legal season. 

Second—The fish must be weighed on tested scales and measured with a tape measure. 

Third—The affidavit printed on the last page of this announcement, or an exact copy, must be 
used in applying for a prize and signed by the man who caught the fish, together 
with two witnesses and sworn to before a Notary Public and his seal affixed. In 
case any contestant catches a fish when accompanied by a single guide, the 
affidavit as signed upon coming out of the woods by himself and guide before 
Notary Public stating the circumstances will be duly considered. 

Fourth—The date, place, kind and name of rod, reel, line and lure (or bait) used in taking 
the fish must be stated. Also weight, length and girth. 

Fifth—The winners of the first and second prizes, also the Grand Prize winners in each class, 
must send usa short account of HOW, WHEN AND WHERE the fish was taken 
and what tackle was used in catching the fish, these accounts to be published in 
FIELD AND STREAM. 

Sixth—All affidavits must be sent to Editor of Prize Fishing Contest within five days after 
dates as specified in each class. 

Seventh—No fish caught from State or private hatchery will be allowed in this contest. 


Note—In event of two fish weighing exactly the same number of pounds, ounces and fractions, duplicate 
prizes will be awarded in each case. 


N. B.—We will announce a similar hunting contest in a later issue. 
The Judges of this Contest will be:— 
Rosert H. Davis, Editor, Munsey’s. Witt H. Dire, Chicago, Ill. W. H. Mitrer, Editor, Field and 
Stream. E. F. Warner, Publisher, Field and Stream. 
See Sportsman’s World Department for Land-Locked Salmon class and prizes. 
Stories of the winners begin in July issue and appear in the next twelve issues. 
LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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SPECIAL PRIZES 
FIELD & STREAM’S FISHING CONTEST 


To show our appreciation of the great educational value of this 
contest we offer, FREE, to each contestant, one of the 


ts FAMOUS “KINGFISHER” LINES 
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‘ig The “KINGFISHER” lands the prizes. 

ny Did you read the results in the April class? 9 pounds is some trout but 
= the “KINGFISHER” stayed with him. 

id (We make them that way) 
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7 , WRITE US FOR FULL INFORMATION 
a E. J. MARTIN’S SONS ROCKVILLE, CONN. 














Anglers and Trappers. 
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An Ideal Lamp for Campers, Hunters, 
The handiest, 
simplest and mest 


e 

r 

n Practical sportsmans’ lamp 
e F j you ever saw. 

e 





Projects a bright, white 14-candle 
power light 150 feet cn the darkest night. 
Can be worn on cap or belt leaving both hands 

free. The 


. a BALDWIN CAMP LAMP 
| ‘ burns acetylene gas which is the best light for use on the 
| water. Absolutely safe, never blows out, no glass to break, 
no grease, so.t, or smoke. 25c. worth of carbide for 50 hours 
1 | | ah light. Asa tent or boat lightit has no equal. _ Fills every 
w@ x4 lighting requi-ement for bunting, fishing and camping. 
| Weight 5 ounces, height 3a inches. 
3 | Sold by leading Hardware and Sporting Goods Dealers 
. or sent prepaid upon receipt of reenlar price SLO; 
Highly polished nickel plate $1.50. 
Illustrated Booklct Free. Write for it 
today giving your dealer’s name and address. 
i , - %, John Simmons Co. 
i Sy pce pees Sy z 7 Franklin Street 
oA — aah New York 
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$2000.00 PRIZE FISHING CONTEST 





BROOK TROUT (Salvelinus fontinalis) 


*Rance: Atlantic watershed, near the sources of a few rivers flowing into the Mississippi and the Gus of 
Mexico, and som~ of the southern afiiuents of Hudson Bay, its range being limited by the western LZ 
hills of the Alleghanies, except about the Great Lakes, in the northern tributaries of which it abounds. 
For habits, method of taking, tackle, open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’s GUIDE. 1911. 


APRIL CLASS—For biggest Brook Trout caught between April 15--May 15 
First Prize: A. Val Woodruff, 9 Ibs., caught at Pleasant Lake, N. H. 
Second Prize: W. H. Duval, 6% Ibs., caught ut Belgrade Lakes, Me. 
Third Prize. Albert F. Griffiths, 6% Ibs., caug!t a’ K-chardson Lake, Me 
Fourth Prize: W. H. Duval, 5 Ibs. 3 oz.. caught a: Melgrade Lakes, Me. 


JUNE CLASS—For biggest Brook Trout caught between May 15—June 15 
First Prize: Celebrated “BIC’’ Trout Casting Rod made i Abercrombie & Fitch Co. Selected bamboo, Ger- 
man Silver mountings. Kod consists of 1 butt, 1 middle joint and two tips. Value $15 
Second Prize: Pair of Gokey Boots, made to order by Wm. N. Gokey Shoe Co. Value $10, 
Third Prize: Set Jamison l‘amous Coaxer Trout Baits, made by W. J. Jamison, Value $5. 
Fourth Prize: Doz. Burtis Gold Medal Trout Flies, made by Geo. H. Burtis. Value $3. 


JULY CLASS—For biggest Brook Trout caught between June 15—Sept. 15 
First Prize: Edw. Vom Hofe & Company’s best quality handmade PEERLESS Fly Casting Reel, 80 yds., 
made of hard rubber and German Silver. Value $10. 
Second Prize: Rangeley Steel Fly Rod, 8% oz., made by Horton Mfg. Co. Value $7.45. 
Third Prize: Pair of Bob White Hunting Boots, made to order by Ottawa Sales Co. Value $5. 
Fourth Prize: 100 yds. Natchaug ‘Electric’ Fishing Line. Anglers’ Supply Co. Value $3, 


GRAND PRIZES for biggest Brook Trout caught between April 15th and Sept. 15th 

SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 10% inches high, with Ebony stand, specially designed by 
a a yg engraved with winner’s name and record for the largest Brook Trout caught during 

a alue , 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Touradif Casting Rod, made by Abercrombie & Fitch Co. Selected bamboo, Ger- 
man Silver mountings. Rod consists of butt, middle joint and two tips; case. Value $30. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Handmade 7 oz. Split Bamboo Fly Rod, made by George Morgan. Value $30. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Selection of English Flies or Leaders or assortment of both, made by W. J. 
Cummins. Value $10. 

FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Model F self Thumbing Reel made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Value $6. 

SPECIAL LADY’S PRIZE: Five Pound Box of Huyler's Candy. 


RAINBOW TROUT (Salmo irideus) 


Rance: Fresh streams and salt rivers along the Pacific Coast and in the Eastern and Northern States, 
where it is taken upon ordinary brook trout tackle. 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY 


For biggest Rainbow Trout caught between April 15th and Oct. 15th 

SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 9 inches high, designed by R. Wallace & Son Mfg. Co. 
and engraved with winner’s name and record, for the largest Brown Trout caught during season o 
1911. Value $50. 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Best quality handmade split bamboo fly -ud, siake guides, cork handle, hard 
rubber ree! seat, made by Abbey & Imbrie. Value $25. winner to select weight and length. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: One No. 3 German Silver Click and Drag, balanced handle reel. Made by 
B. C. Milam & Son. Value $21. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Fishing Tackle Case with compartments for complete fishing outfit. Knicker- 
bocker Case Co. Value $8.50. 

FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: One Alligator Leather Mansfield Fly Book and one Barnes Folding Landing 
Net. By Carlos G. Young. Value $6.00. 


LAKE TROUT—TOGUE (Christivomer namaycush) 
Rance: Great Lakes, Eastern Canada and in many similar waters in Maine. For habits, method of taking, 
tackle, open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’s GUIDE. 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—Biggest Togue taken between May 15—September 15 
FIRST GRAND PRI7E: No. 2 Premograph Camera, made by Rochester Optical Co. Value $20, 
BECOND GRAND PRIZE: Kezar Special Bait Casting Rod, made by the Abercrombie & Fitch Co. Two- 

piece rod with independent handle; made of extra split bamboo (6 strip), solid metal reel seat, Germua 

Silver mountings. alve $10. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. 

Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 


BLACK SPOTTED SALMON TROUT (Salmo purpuratus) 


Rance: Rocky Mountain region, the lakes of New Mexico, Utah, Western Colorado, Wyoming, Idaho, 
Montana, Oregon and Washington. For habits, method of taking, tackle, etc., see ANGLER’s GUIDE. 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—Biggest Black-Spotted Salmon Trout—May 15—September 15 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Waterproof Balloon Silk Tent, 7x10, treated with copper process, also sod-cloth. 
Can be divided into two Baker shelter tents 5x 7%. Will roll in 80x6 inches for packing. Weighs 
11 Ibs. Made by David T. Abercrombie. Value $25. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: bBurtis Celebrated Split Bamboo Fly Rod. Geo. H. Burtis. Value $15, 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Alaska Hunting Jacket. Made by Geo. F. Webber. Value $5. 

FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: 100 yds. Natchaug “Electric” Fishing Line. Anglers’ Supply Co. Value $5. 


BLACK BASS—SMALL MOUTH (Micropterus dolemieu) 


Rance: Atlantic Slope of the continent east of the Rocky Mountains, occurring in the Great Lakes, the 
upper parts of the St. Lawrence and Mississippi Basins and in the waters north to latitude 47°, west 
to Wisconsin and southward to latitude 33°. Habits, method of taking, tackle, etc., see ANGLER’s GUIDE. 


JUNE CLASS—For biggest Small-Mouth Bass caught between June 15—July 15 
First Prize: ‘Intrinsic’ German Silver Quadruple Multiplving Bait Casting Reel, phosphor bearings, 

aluminum spool and handle. Wm. Mills & Son. Value $15. 
Second Prize: Model F Self Thumbing Reel, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Value $6, 
Third Prize: Abercrombie Flax Duffle Bag, size 15x 30x.6. David T. Abercrombie. Value $3.80, 
Fourth Prize: Tripart Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bro. Value $3. 

JULY CLASS—For biggest Small-Movth Bass caught between July 15—August 15 
First Prize: 6-strip Bamboo Bass Rod, made by Fred D. Divine Co. Value $17, 
Becond Prize: 1 doz. Dowagiac Minnows, made by James Heddon & Sons. Value $7.96. : 
Third Prize: %% doz. Burtis Gold Medal Single Hook Trolling Spinners, made by Geo. H. Burtis. Value $6. 
Fourth Prize: Ruck Sack, made of English gabardine, size 16x20. David T. Abercrombie. Value 83, 
*Range does not limit contestant as to locality. It simply tells usual limits in which fish are found, 
N. B.—Record cups given as special grand prizes will be awarded in addition to first grand prizes. 


LIST OF PRIZES ON BSECGND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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The Tenderest Skin 
Receives a 

Perfect Shave 
With a 












A Note the curve 


that gives the 
tutomatic adjustment 


Gillette sx 


The STANDARD of SAFETY, EASE a2a COMFORT 
"THE GILLETTE isthe only adjustable 


razor. A simple turn of the screw 
handle adapts it to a light or a heavy beard. The tenderest 
face can then be given a clean, safe and comfortable shave. 
The curve of the razor, combining with the natural slant of the hand in 


holding, gives the GILLETTE ANGLE STROKE essential to a perfect shave. 


GILLETTE BLADES are made from the finest steel by special processes. 
Flexible, with mirror-like finish. Rust-proof and antiseptic. Packet 
of 6 blades (12 shaving edges), 50c; 12 blades (24 shaving edges) in 
nickel-plated case, $1.00. ‘The keenest and hardest edge ever produced. 


Send postal for our free 1911 Baseball or Golf Booklet 
GitteTTE SALEs Company, US West Seconds. —The GILLETTE Lasts a Lifetime— 


BOSTON, MASS. 
New York, Times Building; Chicago, Stock Exchange Building; NO STROPPING ~ NO HONING 
Canadian Office,63 St. Alexander Street, Montreal ; Gillette Safety 
Razor, Lid., London; Eastern Office, Shanghai, China. Factories: 
Boston, Montreal, Leicester , Berlin, Paris. 


Ask your dealer to sh 
Standard Set, $5.00 rie" Gee ine 






















Combination and Travelers’ Sets, $6.00 to $50.00. KNOWN THE WORLD OVER 
“If it’s a Gillette—it’s The Safety Razor’’ Kingt& y) 
SOS | RATER DI ae RO 
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AUGUST CLASS—For biggest Small-Mouth Bass caught between Aug. 15—Oct. 30 

First Prize: Handmade Spiit Bamboo one-piece and Independent Butt Bait Casting Rod, made throughout 
with German Silver trimmings. Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $18. 

Becond Prize: No. 33 Stee] Rod, made by Horton Mfg. Co. Value $12 

Third Prize: 1 doz. Bass Baits. Made by Hartung Bros. & Co. Value $6. 

Fourth Prize: 1 doz. Cooper’s Weedless Porkers. Made by The Fisherman Co. Value $3. 


GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Small-Mouth Bass caught between June 15—October 30 

SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 103% inches high, specially designed by Reed & Barton and 
engraved with winner’s name and record for the largest Small-Mouth Bass caught during 1911 
Value $60. 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Tantalite Tent. Made by Abercrombie & Fitch Co. Value $35. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: No. 3 J. Meek Reel. Made by B. F. Meek & Sons. Value $32. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Heddon Casting Rod. Made by James Heddon & Sons. Value $15, 

FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Model F Self Thumbing Reel. Made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Value $6 

LADY’S GRAND PRIZE: slack Seal Manicure Set, containing Cuticle Knife, Colonial Scissor, Manicure 
File. Made by Clauss Shear Co 


BLACK BASS—LARGE MOUTH (Micropterus salmoides) 


Rance: Atlantic Slope of the continent east of the Rocky Mountains, occurring in the Great Lakes, the 
upper part of the St. Lawrence and Mississippi basins, the Red River of the Nortk as far as Manitoba 
in latitude 50°, ali the rivers of the Southern States from _the James to the St. John, and in lower 
streams and bayous connected with the Gulf of Mexico, 10 Texas, latitude 27°. For habits, method of 
taking, tackle, etc., see ANGLER’S GUIDE, 

LAEGE MOUTH BASS, NORTHERN DIVISION—NORTH OF MASON AND DIXON LINE. 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For biggest Bass caught between June 15—October 30 
SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 11% inches high, designed by R. Wallace & Sons Mfg. Co. 
and engraved with winner’s name and record for the biggest Large Mouth Bass caught during season 
1911. Value $60. 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Mills “Standard” Handmade Split Bamboo Bait Casting Rod, two piece with 
extra Tip, length 6 feet. Wm. Mills & Son. Value sis. 
SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Aluminum Cooking Outfit, 31 pieces without covers, made to nest for packing, 
size 8% x10%, weighs 8% lbs. Made by David T. Abercrombie. Vaiue $16. 
THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Model F Self Thumbing Reel. Made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Value $6. 
FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Set of Jamison Famous Coaxer Baits. Made by W. J. Jamison. Value $5. 
LADY’S SPECIAL PRIZE: Five Pound Box of Huyler’s Candy. 
LARGE MOUTH BASS—-SOUTHERN DIVISION—SOUTH OF MASON AND DIXON LINE. 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For biggest Bass caught between April 1—October 30 
SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 11 inches high, designed by R. Wallace & Sons Mfg. Co. 
and engraved with winner’s name and record for the biggest Large Mouth Bass caught during season 
1911. Value $60. 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: No. 53 Talbot Reel, made of best tested German Silver and Aluminum, latest 
improved spiral and non-friction gears. Made by Wm. H. Talbot Reel Co. Value $50. 
SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Leather Hand Bag with removable box. Knickerbocker Case Co. Value $18, 
THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Caloris Vacuum Bottle de Luxe. Made by The Caloris Co. Value $3.50. 
FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Takapart Bait Casting Reel. Made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bro. Value $3, 
LADY’S GRAND PRIZE: One Five Pound Box of Huyler’s Candy. 


ATLANTIC SALMON (Salmo Salar) 


Rance: Atlantic Coast rivers, tributaries of the St. Lawrence and Hudson Bay, and Newfoundland rivers. 
See ANGLER’s GUIDE. 

GRAND PRIZES—For the biggest Salmon caught between April 1— September 15. 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: High grade Split Bamboo Salmon Rod, 15 ft. long, made by the Dame, Stoddard 
Co. Value $35.00. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Gillette Safety Razor, gold plated, seal case, and to have winner’s name 
engraved, made by Gillette Sales Co., also Silver Medal. Value $12.50. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: 1% doz. Clover Leaf Detachable Leaders, made by Clover Leaf Hook Co., also 
Silver Medal. Value $8.25. 

FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal, winner’s name and record engraved, made by H. J. 
Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 


STEELHEAD TROUT (Salmo Gairdneri) 


Rance: Pacific Coast northwest to Alaska. See ANGLER’s Guipe. 

GRAND PRIZES—For the biggest Steelhead Trout caught between April 1—Oct. 30 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Waterman’s Ideal Gold Filigree Fountain Pen, made by L. E. Waterman Co.; B. & B. 
Reel, made by Bourne & Bond, and Solid Silver Medal. Value $18. 

BECOND GRAND PRIZE: 100 yards “Electric” Line, made by Chaffee Mfg. Co.; set of Jamison Coaxer 
Trout Baits, and Solid Silver Medal. Value $17. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Model F Self Thumbing Reel, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co., and set of 
Jamison Trout Baits, made by W. J. Jamison. Value $11. 

WOURTH GRAND PRIZE: *% doz. Clover Leaf Trout Baits, made by Clover Leaf Hook Co., and three 
Vaco Bottles, made by the Caloris Co. Value $9. 


PICKEREL (Esox reticulatus). No Pike Allowed. 


To distinguish between pickerel and muscallonge by the scales on the upper tart of the cheek and 
il cover; the pike has scales on the entire cheek but on the upper of the gill cover only; the muscal- 
onge has scales on the upper part of the cheek and gill cover; the pickerel has scales on the entire 
cheek and on the entire gill cover. 
Rance: Rivers, lakes and ponds from Maine to the Mississippi and in Southern Canada. For habits, 
method of taking, tackle, fishing laws, open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’S GUIDE, 
JULY CLASS—For biggest Pickerel caught between May 15—August 15 
First Prize: An order on Wm. R. Shakespeare Co. for $10 worth of tackle selected from their catalogue. 
Becond Prize:. Takapart “Free Spool’? Reel. Made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bro. Value $7.50, 
Third Prize: 1 doz. White Hat Baits. Made by Treman, King & Co. Value $4.50. 
Fourth Prize: 1% doz. Clover Leaf Casting Hooks. Made by Clover Leaf Hook Co. Value $3.60. 


AUGUST CLASS—For biggest Pickerel caught between August 15—October 15 
First Prize: Automatic Hunting Shell Jacket. Made by Ves-Tong Mfg. Co. Value $7. 
Becond Prize: 1 doz. Pickerel Trolls. Made by Hartung Bros. & Co. Value $4.50. 

Third Prize: Solid Silver Medal, winner’s name engraved. Made by H. J. Hollis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 
Fourth Prize: 1% doz. Cooper’s Porkers and 1 Zoll White Retriever. Made by The Fisherman Co. Value $3. 
GRAND PRIZE—For biggest Pickerel caught between May 15—October 15 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: No. 2 Knipp Pigeon Double Barrel Shotgun, by Ithaca Gun Co. Value $70. 

BECOND GRAND PRIZE: Junior Reflex Camera. Reflex Camera Co. Value $12. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Model F Self Thumbing Reel. Made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Value $e. 
LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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U.S. Way. 


The Other Way. With Battery Cup and Small Flash Passage. 


The Difference Between 


THE BLACK SHELLS 


and others is partly shown in these pictures. 


Here are shells built to help you to a better score and a 
bigger bag. Their points of superiority are as plain to see as 


they are easy to prove. 

THE BLACK SHELLS have a solid, one-piece brass 
head, doing away with a separate Battery Cup with its crevices 
for leakage of explosion-gases. Solid strength and absence of 
cracks are good things just behind a nitro-powder explosion. 

Note our FLASH PASSAGE (the hole in the brass head 
through which the flame of the primer passes to the powder). 
It is 100° larger than in other shells, and it insures quick, 
certain ignition. This feature does away with hang fire and 
miss fire. 

Unload one each of the shells you use, saw them through 
the base as shown in the cuts, and you will appreciate some 


of the Modernisms of THE BLACK SHELLS. 


Later we will tell more about our wonderful NON- 


MERCURIC PRIMER. 


®|) (@)uscartripce co> 


Address Dept. K. LOWELL, MASS., U. S. A. 
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FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Five Bass and Pickerel Baits to be selected by the winner. Made by E. J, 
Lockhart. Value $5. 
LADY’S GRAND PRIZE: [ive Pound Box of Huyler’s Candy. 


MUSCALLONGE (Esox Nobilior) 


Rance: Great Lakes, St. Lawrence River and especially in Canada. (To distinguish, see Pickerel.) For 
habits, method of taking, tackle, fishing laws, Open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’s GUIDE. 
GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Muscallonge caught between May 15—October 30 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 10% inches high, specially designed by Reed & Barton and 
engraved with winner’s name and record for the largest Muscallonge caught during 1911. Value $60, 
SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Set of seven Razors, Leather Case. Made by Clauss Shear Co. Value $25, 
THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Set 10 Vols. on Water and Game Birds. Pub. Chas. K. Reed. Value $12.50, 
FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by 
H. J. Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 
LADY’S GRAND PRIZE: Five Pound Box of Huyler’s Candy. 


SPECIAL JUVENILE CLASS (Under 15 years) 


For biggest Fresh Water Game Fish of its species between April 15—October 31 
Cone Outfit (either Fly Bait or Bait Casting) consisting of Split Bamboo Rod, Rubber and Nickel 
eel, Braided Silk Line, Tackle Box, Bait and all the necessary paraphernalia necessary for fresh 
water fishing. Wm. Mills & Son. Value $12, 


Salt Water Game Fish 


BLUEFISH (Pometomus saltatrix) 
Rance: Gulf of Mexico and north to Nova Scotia, For habits, method of takeng, etc., see ANGLER’s GUIDE 
AUGUST CLASS—For biggest Bluefish caught between May 15—August 15 
First Prize: Leslie Safety Razor and Spiral Stropper. Made by Leslie Mfg. Co. Value $5. 
Second Prize: One pair Bob White Hunting Boots, made to order by Ottawa Sales Co. Value $5. 
Third Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener. Made by Twinplex Mfg. Co. Value $3.50, 
Fourth Prize: Telescope Cot Bed, made by Steinfeld Bros. Value $3.00, 
SEPTEMBER CLASS—For biggest Bluefish caught between August 15—October 15 
First Prize: Invincible Bass Rod, either one piece or independent butt or two pieces, made of selected 
Greenheart, mountings of German Silver. Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $8.60. 
Second Prize: Special Hunting and Fishing Pants. Made by Ves-Tong Mfg. Co. Value $6. 
Third Prize: 3 Baldwin Camp Lamps. Made by John Simmons Co. alue $3. 
Fourth Prize: Hunting and Fishing Knife. Made by Marble Safety Axe Co. Value $3. 
GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Bluefish caught between May 15—October 15 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Calonsahatchee Rod. Salt water rod, hand-made. Greenheart, one-piece tip with 
independent handle; heavy German Silver mountings, and forward grasp on tip, mounted with raised 
agate guides and tip. Made by Abercrombie & Fitch. Value $15. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Fishing Tackle Case with four enamel hinged compartment trays. Interior is 
arranged for fisherman’s outfit. Size 16x8x4%. Made by Knickerbocker Case Co. Value $12. 
THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Maxim Silencer for .22 rifle. Made by Maxim Silent Firearms Co. Value $5, 
FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by 

H. J. Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 
SPECIAL LADY’S PRIZE: Five Pound Box of Huyler’s Candy. 


WEAKFISH (Cynoscion regalis) 


Rance: Atlantic and Pacific Coasts. For habits, method of taking, etc., see ANGLER’S GUIDE. 
JUNE CLASS—For biggest Weakfish caught between May 15—July 15 

Tug, Soe: No. 11 Jointed Bait Rod, 8 feet 6 inches long, weight 10 ounces. Made by Horton Mfg. Co. 
alue $5.75. 

Second Prize: 1 pr. Bob White Hunting Boots. Made by Ottawa Sales Co. Value $5, 

Third Prize: Set of Carborundum Sharpening Stones. Made by Carborundum Co. Value $3.10. 

Fourth Prize: Two Triangle Folding Camp Stoves. Made by T. F. C. S. Co. Value $3.00. 
AUGUST CLASS—For biggest Weakfish caught between July 15—August 15 

First ~ nog No. 11 Jointed Bait Rod, 8 feet 6 inches long, weight 10 ounces.. Made by Horton Mfg. Co. 
Value $5.75. 

Second Prize: Assortment of Weakfish Hooks and Lines. Made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value $5. 

Third Prize: No. 83 Sportsman’s Knife, 4% inches long. Made by Marble Safety Axe Co. Value §3. 

Fourth Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener. Made by Twinplex Mfg. Co. alue $3.50. 

SEPTEMBER CLASS—For biggest Weakfish caught between August 15—October 15 

First Prize: Invincible Bass Rod, either one piece and independent butt or two pieces (the winner to 
take his choice) made of selected Greenheart, mountings of German Silver. Value $8.50. 

Second Prize: Jointed Bait Rod, 8 feet 6 inches long, weight 10 ounces, with extra tips. Made by Horton 
Mfg. Co. Value $8.20. 

Third Prize: Solid Silver Medal, winner’s name engraved. Made by H. J. Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 

Fourth Prize: Gold Medal Camp Cot. Made by Gold Medal Camp Furniture Mfg. Co. Value $3.00. 
GRAND PRIZES for biggest Weakfish caught between May 15—October 15 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Fishing Tackle Bag, leather covered. Independent compartment on top of bag 
for wearing apparel and special tackle case. Made by Knickerbocker Case Co. Value $25. 

BECOND GRAND PRIZE: No. 11 Jointed Bait Rod, 8 feet 6 inches long, weight 10 ounces. Made by 
Horton Mfg. Co. Value $5.75. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal. Winner's name and record engraved. Made by H. J. 
Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 

LADY’S GRAND PRIZE: One Five Pound Box of Huyler’s Candy. 


CHANNEL BASS (Sciaena ocellata) 
Rance: Carolinas, in Florida, and the Gulf of Mexico and in the surf on the New Jersey Coast. For 
haPits, method of taking, tackle, fishing laws, open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’s GuIDE. 
SEPTEMBER CLASS—For biggest Channel Bass caught between Aug. 15—Sept. 15 
First Prize: Handmade Greenheart Surf Rod and Spring or Flexible Butt, all metal work of German 
Silver. Made by Edward Vom Hofe & Co. Value $13. 
Second Prize: 100 yards of Natchaug “Electric” Fishing Line. Angler’s Supply Co. Value $6.50. 
Third Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener. Made by Twinplex Mfg. Co. Value $3.50. 
Fourth Prize: Spring Safety Shoulder Uolster. Herman H. Heiser Saddlery Co. y Value $3.50. 
GRAND PRIZES for biggest Channel Bass caught between April 15—October 15 
SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: Three-Handled Solid Silver Loving Cup 7 inches high, designed by R. Wallace 
& Sons Mfg. Co. and engraved with winner’s name and record for the largest Channel Bass caught 
during season 1911. Value $50. 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Special copper tackle box, 18x 10%x8 inches deep, hand-made of heavy coppef 
tinned inside. Made by Abercrombie & Fitch. Value $20 

LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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Outing Suits for Men 
and Women 


Kamp-it clothing is made from a 
very fine twilled cotton fabric of 
a particular dye and fast color. 
Guaranteed not to change color 
from the sun, washing or perspi- 
ration. Not Cravenetted like 


Duxbak, but is a cloth of great strength, far superior to the ordi- 


nary Khaki. 


Duxbak 


avemll - 


Hunting \ 
Clothes 


Shed water like a agp 7 : 

brik %e Loaeike \ Hats, Caps, Leggins . _.50 to 1.50 

Guck S$ Dack. Ladies’ Skirts . . . 5.00to 6.00 

The standard of \ KAMP I 

the world. Haveno \ Coats. . .. . . $8.00 to $3.50 

equal for hard wear \ ‘Trousers and Breeches 2.00 to 2 50 
nar Hats, Caps, Leggins 0 to 1.00 

and W eather - resisting Ladies’ Skirts . . 3.00 to 4.00 

qualities for the stream, 

woods and trail. 


Prices East of the 
Rocky Mountains: 
DUXBAK 
Coats. . . . . . « $5.00 to $10.00 
Trousers and Breeches 3.00 to 6.00 


Send for illustrated book 
showing full line, samples 
of materials, measure- 
ment blanks, etc. 


For the golf links, motor cycling, summer camp, 
hill climbing, and tramping, you will find Kamp-it garments at 
their best advantage. Particularly suitable for ladies’ wear. 


BIRD, JONES & KENYON, 


2 Hickory Street, 
Utica, N. Y. 











RANGELEY MOCCASIN 


Wear them in camp and canoe, for tramping and tennis. 

ou will find them light, cool, flexible and 

comfortable, as easy as a moccasin, and fitting 
ea shoe. 


Y 


Ideal outing footwear. 


G. 


On Your Vacation Take the 


Catalog E. sent on request. 


H. BASS & CO., Shoemakers 
WILTON, MAINE 








We guarantee advertising on this page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Geneva Superior Binocular. Made by the Geneva Optical Co. Value $15, 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: No. 2 Refrigerator Basket, made by the Burlington Basket Co. Value $5, 

FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal, with winner’s name and reco rdengraved. Made by 
H. J. Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 


STRIPED BASS (Roccus lineatus) 


Rance: The Gulf of St. Lawrence to Gulf of Mexico, For habits tackle, etc., see ANGLER’S —. 
AUGUST CLASS—For biggest Striped Bass caught between May 15—Aug. 

First Prize: An order on Wm. R. Shakespeare Co. for $10.00 worth of tackle selected from their 5 ill 

Second Prize: One pair Bob White Hunting Boots, made to order, by Ottawa Sales Co. Value $6, 

Third Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener, made by the Twinplex Mfg. Co. Value $3.50. 

Fourth Prize: Solid Silver Medal, with winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. Cellis 
Mig. Co. Value $5.00. 

SEPTEMBER CLASS—For biggest pete Bass caught between Aug. 15—Oct. 15 

First Prize: Hand-made Greenheart Surf Rod, wit i or Flexible Butt, all metal work of German 
Silver, made by Edward Vom Hofe & Co. Value $13. 

Second Prize: An order on Wm. R. Shakespeare Co. for Sic. 00 worth of tackle, selected from their catalogue, 

Third Prize: “Red Spool’ Cuttyhank Pattern Line, 600 feet, 15 thread, Wm. Mills & Sons. Value $8, 

Fourth Prize: One pair Bob White Hunting Boots, made to order, by Ottawa Sales Co. Value $5, 
GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Striped Bass caught between Ma ay 15—Oct. 15 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Imbrie Free Spool Surf Casting Reel. Abbey & Imbrie. alue $15. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: No. 26 Salt Water Surf Casting Rod, 6 feet 9 inches long, weight 26 ounces, 
made by Horton Mfg. Co. Value $12. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. 


Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00, 
BLACKFISH (Tautoga) 


Rance: St. John, N. B., to Charlesten, S. C. For habits, method of taking, tackle, etc., see —~¥-g s Guipg 
JULY CLASS—For biggest Blackfish caught between May 15—Aug. 
aes - hang -* 4 Jointed Bait Rod, 10 feet long, weight 10% ounces. Made by hy Mfg. Co 
alue $5.75. 
Second Prize: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. Collis Mfg, 
Co. Value $5.00. 

Third Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener. Made by Twinplex Mfg. Co. Value $3.50. 
SEPTEMBER CLASS—For biggest Blackfish caught between Aug. 15—Oct. 15 
First ony a 11 Jointed Steel Rod, 8 feet 6 inches long, weight 10 ounces. Made by Horton Mfg. Ca 

Value 75. 
Second ee: gid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. Collis Mfg, 
Co. alue $5.0 
Third Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener. Made by Twinplex Mfg. Co. Value $3.50, 
GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Blackfish caught between May 15—Oct. 15 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Lawn Couch. Made by Corona Mfg. Co. Value $15, 
SECOND GRAND PRIZE: No. 11 Jointed Steel Rod, 8 feet 6 inches long, weight 10 ounces. Made by 
Horton Mfg. Co. Value $5.75: ; 
THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. 
Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 


TUNA (Orcynus thynnus) : 

Rance: Avalon to Long Point, Santa Cataline and Atlantic Coast. For habits, method of taking, tackle, 
fishing laws, open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’S GUIDE. 4 
GRAND PRIZES for biggest Tuna caught between January 1, 1911—January 1, 1912 © 
SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: For exceeding Tuna Club record for Tuna weighing more than 251 pounds, ‘ 
Edw. Vom Hofe & Company’s Universal Special Reel. Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $48, 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 1034 inches high, specially designed by Reed & Barton, and © 
engraved with winner’s name and record for largest Tuna caught during 1911. Value $60, 4 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Edw. Vom Hofe & Company’s hand-made Greenheart Tuna Rod with all 
mountings of German Silver. Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $12.50. ’ 


TARPON (Megalops Atlanticus) 
Rance: Western Atlantic and in the Gulf of Mexico, including Mexican Coast. For habits, method of ~ 
taking, tackle, fishing laws, open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’S GUIDE. ¥ 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY~—January 1, 1911—January 1, 1912 ; 
— GRAND PRIZE: For exceeding record of Mr. Edw. Vom Hofe, Sr., for Tarpon exceeding © 
0 Ibs. in weight—Universal Special Reel, 500 yds. Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $43. 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 10% inches high, specially designed by Reed & Barton, and- 
engraved with winner’s name and record for the largest Tarpon caught during 1911. Value $40. 
SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Hand-made oumcert Tarpon Rod, with all mountings of German Silver 
Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $12.5 ‘ 
It is impossible, with the number of ie and limited space, to give the proper description 
| 2 illustration of these valuable prizes. By writing the manufacturers represented, a complete | aa ‘ 
catalogue will be sent showing full description of any prize in which you are interested 


AFFIDAVIT 
I hereby swear to statement below made and signed by me before two witnesses and a notary public 
Kind of fish i ROR. 00 v06esscesesnss 











unces, 


H. J. 


JUIDE, 


. Co 





public. 
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SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Geneva Superior Binocular. Made by the Geneva Optical Co. Value $15. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: No. 2 Refrigerator Basket, made by the Burlington Basket Co. Value $6. 

FOURTH GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal, with winner’s name and reco rdengraved. Made by 
H. J. Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 


STRIPED BASS (Roccus lineatus) 

Rance: The Gulf of St. Lawrence to Gulf of Mexico. For habits tackle, etc., see ANGLER’s GuIDE. 
AUGUST CLASS—For biggest Striped Bass caught between May 15—Aug. 15 
First Prize: An order on Wm. R. Shakespeare Co. for $10.00 worth of tackle selected from their catalogue. 

Second Prize: One pair Bob White Hunting Boots, made to order, by Ottawa Sales Co. Value $5. 

Third Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener, made by the Twinplex Mfg. Co. Value $3.50. 

Fourth Prize: Solid Silver Medal, with winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. Cellis 
Mig. Co. Value $5.00. 

SEPTEMBER CLASS—For biggest Striped Bass caught between Aug. 15—Oct. 15 

first Prize: Hand-made Greenheart Surf Rod, with Spring or Flexible Butt, all metal work of German 
Silver, made by Edward Vom Hofe & Co. Value $13. 

Second Prize: An order on Wm. R. Shakespeare Co. for $10.00 worth of tackle, selected from their catalogue, 

Third Prize: ‘‘Ked Spool’ Cuttyhank Pattern Line, 600 feet, 15 thread, Wm. Mills & Sons. Value §3. 

Fourth Prize: One pair Bob White Hunting Boots, made to order, by Ottawa Sales Co. Value $5, 
GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Striped Bass caught between May 15—Oct. 15 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Imbrie Free Spool Surf Casting Reel. Abbey & Imbrie. alue $15. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: No. 26 Salt Water Surf Casting Rod, 6 feet 9 inches long, weight 26 ounces, 
made by Horton Mfg. Co. Value $12. 

THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. 
Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00, 


BLACKFISH (Tautoga) 

Rance: St. John, N. B., to Charleston, S. C. For habits, method of taking, tackle, etc., see ANGLER’s GuIDE 
JULY CLASS—For biggest Blackfish caught between May 15—Aug. 15 
ey Oo 4 Jointed Bait Rod, 10 feet lofig, weight 10%4 ounces. Made by Horton Mfg. Co. 

aiue 49, 
Becond Prize: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. Collis Mfg. 
Co. Value $5.00. 

Third Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener. Made by Twinplex Mfg. Co. Value $3.50, 
SEPTEMBER CLASS—For biggest Blackfish caught between Aug. 15—Oct. 15 
Pisot, Brise: ae 11 Jointed Steel Rod, 8 feet 6 inches long, weight 10 ounces. Made by Horton Mfg. Co. 

alue $5.75. 
Second Prize: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. Collis Mfg. 
Co. Value $5.00. 
Third Prize: Twinplex Safety Razor Sharpener. Made by Twinplex Mfg. Co. Value $3.50, 
GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Blackfish caught between May 15—Oct. 15 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Lawn Couch. Made by Corona Mfg. Co. Value $15, 
SECOND GRAND PRIZE: No. 11 Jointed Steel Rod, 8 feet 6 inches long, weight 10 ounces. Made by 
Horton Mfg. Co. Value $5.75. p 
THIRD GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Medal. Winner’s name and record engraved. Made by H. J. 
Collis Mfg. Co. Value $5.00. 


TUNA (Orcynus thynnus) 


Rance: Avalon to Long Point, Santa Cataline and Atlantic Coast. For habits, method of taking, tackle, 
fishing laws, open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’S GUIDE. 

GRAND PRIZES for biggest Tuna caught between January 1, 1911—January 1, 1912 

SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: For exceeding Tuna Club record for Tuna weighing more than 251 pounds. 
Edw. Vom Hofe & Company’s Universal Special Reel. Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $43. 

FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 1034 inches high, specially designed by Reed & Barton, and 
engraved with winner’s name and record for largest Tuna caught during 1911. Value $60. 

SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Edw. Vom Hofe & Company’s hand-made Greenheart Tuna Rod with all 
mountings of German Silver. Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $12.50, 


TARPON (Megalops Atlanticus) 


Rance: Western Atlantic and in the Gulf of Mexico, including Mexican Coast. For habits, method of 
taking, tackle, fishing laws, open seasons, etc., see ANGLER’S GUIDE. 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY-January 1, 1911—January 1, 1912 
SPECIAL GRAND PRIZE: For exceeding record of Mr. Edw. Vom Hofe, Sr., for Tarpon exceeding 
210 Ibs. in weight—Universal Special Reel, 500 yds. Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $43. 
FIRST GRAND PRIZE: Solid Silver Cup, 1034 inches high, specially designed by Reed & Barton, and 
engraved with winner’s name and record for the largest Tarpon caught during 1911. Value $40. 
SECOND GRAND PRIZE: Hand-made Greenheart Tarpon Rod, with all mountings of German Silver. 
Made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $12.50. 
It is impossible, with the number of prizes and limited space, to give the proper description 
gas} and illustration of these valuable prizes. By writing the manufacturers represented, a complete | am 
catalogue will be sent showing full description of any prize in which you are interested. 


AFFIDAVIT 

I hereby swear to statement below made and signed by me before two witnesses and a notary public. 
oS reer re errr WR scsi cexcesenesness BR. <0.060000ns00e008 TR. 6000 occcvceee ° 
Seton sinus dager sssd ongdeseedeeseeees i ee EE re ee ee ree cove 
MN eokednnes Jase sousvs ane Dicivetniweseecdebesocouds Bs 54950 2siesesvercesseess -...lure or 
Pts de6eebsdcudedbevevesenevor Give Mfr’s. name..cccccccccccccece 
DE aia SUNG 00640 CRSEN SEE SUSST DENT N ON Oeb REET RSSSEebOCOORCSSeeES . 
EE ais Dale wie aan ae eda o Ose a ACRES EAs Oak sci aulianaawerds 
Py usenet cedoees besee epee Kes eeeewue SU races reaiweuncnctsaees e 
Witnessed by: 
Rae ea eso ee eee SREE RETRO ORD be elee wea ee eenelneneweemenneeeew 
RR NT ae PME EN eee PE Ee Oe re Fm ey ne EE 

Sworn to before me this........c.eseeeees ee 
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OLD and NEW 


The oldtime watchdog — 
filling the night with false 
= alarms—a noisy menace 
| tosleep—a joke to the burg- 
j= lar—gives way to the 
<= modern protector — the 


| Safe, Sure and 
Always Ready 


















Put a COLT in Your Home 
because rigid, official tests have proved it the 
best. 
The COLT has been adopted by the U.S. Gov- 
ernment ‘‘in consequence of its marked superiority to 
, any other known pistol.” 

Send for Catalog and Folder No. 35 which will 
give you positive evidence that your choice should be 
a COLT. 

Colt’s Patent Fire Arms Mfg. Co., Hartford, Conn. 

» 































No other manufacturer is ready to wager 
$1000 against $500 that his bait will catch 
more Bass over fourteen inches than the 
Proclaimed Champion. 

Use the above bait and win the Field and 
Stream Big Bass prize. 

Ask the man who is using one and see 
what he says. 





Patented 


Look for the name DECKER HOPATCONG on the wings. 


Price 50c from your dealer 


ANS B. DECKER - - - Lake Hopatcony, N. J. 




















We guarantee advertising on this ‘page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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High-Powered 


Jeffery’s "ux 


OR several years the leading sportsmen of America have conceded 
to this company the distinction of introducing the most advanced 
ideas in new equipment to meet their needs in the field and in camp. 


Keeping pace with a policy that has won this distinction, we have for 
some time past, been closely observing the performances of a high-powered rifle 
made by W. J. Jeffery & Co. Ltd., of London. The big game hunters of Europe 
took a great deal of interest in this rifle, and after proving its qualities in the 
India and African fields declared it to be the finest and most perfect high- 
powered bolt-action gun yet made. 


Our own investigations had led us to the same conclusion and we promptly 
secured the American and Mexican rights to its sale. 


Jeffery makes several rifles in different models—the .333 being the one 
best suited to our general American conditions. This rifle, with a weight of 
about 8% Ibs. and using the new cordite and axite powders with a 250 grain 
bullet, obtains a velocity of 2600 feet with a striking force well over 4000 
pounds. This truly remarkable performance, and the fact that 2 
the length and sharp point of bullet permits the velocity to be 
maintained at long ranges, makes this .333 rifle superior to 
anything we have ever known in America for the open country 
and plains. The trajectory, figured by Jeffery, is taken by 
shooting from the shoulder using one sight only, and up to 
300 yards shows absolutely no drop. 

We also carry in stock the .256 Jeffery’s, the .400 Jeffery’s and 
the 404 Jeffery’s. 

The first importation of these rifles has just arrived, and we 


shall take great pleasure in showing them to those desiring a high- 
grade rifle. A special Jeffery’s catalog will be mailed upon request. 


It is due to the A. & F. Co. policy of up-to-date-edness that we 
daily receive orders for special articles and complete outfits from all parts 
of the world. Sportsmen everywhere know that they can find in our stock, 
as in no other place, a specialized variety, a uniform high quality and a 
fair pricing of all goods. Our ‘‘Money Back” policy is a guarantee put 
upon everything we sell. 


The camper—the canoeist—the hunter of large or small game, and the 
fisherman all need the A. & F. Co. catalog—nothing like it can be 
bought—it will give you better ideas of how to go and what to 
take—just a postal request will bring it free by return mail. 


ABERCROMBIE & FITCH CO. 


57 Reade Street New York City 
——— 
EZRA H. FITCH, President Blun' Sharp 














Soft Point .333 Actual Size 














All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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Dead Shot Smokeless 


used by 





Harve Dixon of Oronogo, Mo. 





Won Grand American Handicap 


gg out of 100 from 20 yards 





The highest score ever made from 20 yards in the G. A. H. 
$1,000.00 and Interstate Trophy 


This valuable event was won by an amateur using Dead Shot 
Smokeless, a far reaching, hard hitting, well made powder. Patterns 
made with Dead Shot Smokeless, in any gun, are superior when com- 


pared with any other load. 
For sale by all dealers—in all makes of shells. 


The stability of Dead Shot Smokeless we always guarantee. 


==AMERICAN POWDER MILLS=== 


HAMMER THE HAMMER Yu PRIZES and TROPHIES 


Send for catalogue of the famous Iver Johnson Safety Auto- | Cups, | ~ oe trophy —. *. Speney 
ic , . . » 2 & Cyc a a | designed and suitably inscribe or all occasions. 
matic Revolver, Iver Johnson’s Arms & Cycle Works, 190 | Write for Catalogue F. S. 


River Street, Fitchburg, Massachusetts. } DORRETY, BOSTON, MASS., U.S. A, 









7M/M and 8 M/M Calibre $35.00 


Latest Genuine Mauser Sporting Rifles 
Shooting the new pointed (Spitzer) bullet Velocity 2920 ft. sec., 2871 ft. sec. 


LUGER AUTOMATIC PISTOLS | Also Haenel Mannlicher and Mannlicher Schoenauer Rifles 


| Adopted by Seven Governments 


Ask Your Dealer or Write, H. TAUSCHER, 322 Broadway, New York 















We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD-AND STREAM 
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New 
Model 


e 

* Marly 
The only gun that fills the demand 
for a trombone (“pump ’) action 


repeater in .25-20 and 
32-20 calibers. 


Repeating 
Rifle 





Shoots 
high ve- 
locity smoke- 
less cartridges, 
also black and low pres- 
sure smokeless. Power- 
ful enough for deer, safe to use in 
settled districts, excellent for target 
work, for foxes, geese, woodchucks, etc. 


THE SIGN OFA 


SOuUD TOP 


Its exclusive features : the quick, smooth working “pump” action; 
the wear-resisting Special Smokeless Steel barrel; the modern 
solid-top and side ejector for rapid, accurate firing, increased safety 
and convenience. It has take down construction and Ivory Bead 
front sight; these cost extra on other rifles of these calibers. 


Our 136 page catalog describes the full ZZzr/zz 
line. Sent for three stamps postage. Write for it. 


Lhe Marlin ti ‘rearms Co. 


3 WILLOW STREET, NEW HAVEN, 





CONN. 








LARGEST MANUFACTURERS IN THE WORLD 


High Grade Cedar Decoys 


Our goods are used by the leading Sportsmen and Clubs of the United States. They 
are exact dt = icates of nature finished in the most artistic manner. We manufacture 
species of Duck, Snipe, Geese, Swan and Crow Decoys, Make 


several grades in al 
nquiry of your dealer for these goods and write to us for catalogue. 


_ MASON’S DECOY FACTORY, 456-464 Brooklyn Ave., Detroit, Mich. | 





“PREMIER” MAI 








The Texas Ranger Rifle Cleaning Rod 


with swivel swab holder solves the question of clean- 
ing your rifle thoroughly. Used andi recommended 
by the best rifle shots in America. Ask your dealer. 
rrices: jointed, .22 cal., 50c each; .25 to .38 cal., 75c 
each. One-piece rods, "22 cal., 25c. 

If your dealer hasn't got it, we can mail you the = pe 
jointed rods at the above prices. 


CULLUM & BOREN COMPANY - * DALLAS, TEXAS 


























lA ae Ad el) eee eS 


“3\. Putman Boots. 


“Standard Goon like a glove ard fit all over. 










We have made boots for Sportsmen, Prospectors, Civil and Mining Engineers Qc. 
longer than any other boot makers and KNOW HOW. Putman Boots sell all over 
the world and have justly earned the slogan, “The World’s Standard”, Where not 
sold by dealers we ship the Genuine Putman Boots direct to you. Catalog of 
over 50 styles of boots ut all prices, and self measurement blanks sentfree. Al- 
so Indian Tanned Moosehide Moccasins, Cut shows a 14 inch boot, hand sewed, 
water-proofed, black or brown color, made to your measure $8 00 
and delivered in the U. S., Canada or Mf2xico f0fsssssssssssrssssseee ° 

H. J. PUTMAN & CO. 25 HENNEPIN AVE. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 































All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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HOOK 
"EM 


At the first 
faint tug 

















mB. 


Bes 








A great deal depends 
upon keeping hook points 
and barbs in perfect con- Round Stone No. 113-1 
dition. ; 
_ The Carborun- 
dum Slip Stone 
and Stick are just 
the thing for this 
purpose — fast 
— hard and 
sharp — make a 5 i 
a4 that holds. elie 


The Round Carborundum Stone in Pigskin 
Case, with strap for attaching to the belt, is a 
necessity in camp—keeps Axes, Knives and 











No Dangerous ‘‘Dog Days” 





Camp Tools in perfect condition. Slip Stone for y our Dog 
No. 80-I and Stick No. 7-1, 35 cents eack. If ; a i fectl 4 
Round Stone in case No. 113-1, $1.00. yon want your dog to be periectly & 
, harmless during these hot dog days you © 
From your dealer or direct must give him proper food. 
A dog’s disposition depends largely on 
THE CARBORUNDUM Co. his digestion. Careless feeding may cause 
Niagara Falls, N. Y. serious trouble. Peg 














ee Se ae 


stins | 
u50G. 
READ | 


will keep your dog in perfect condition in 
the hottest summer weather. It is made 
with the greatest care of just the things a 
dog needs. Everything used in its prepara- 
tion is bought especially for it. No scraps | 


The Maxim Silent Firearms Co. , or waste materials are used. | 


LET, US SEND YOU A THE 
SAMPLE FREE 


Simply send us a postal and state BEST FOOD 


whether you want to try Austin’s 


e6 Ghe BRILLI ANT Dog Bread or Puppy Bread (for 


puppies under 6 months old and 
SEARCH LIGHT ed small dogs) and a sample will be 
‘ sent postpai.. y return mali i 
Model 1911 Model Watch and wait for it you give dealer's name, 
Shae Remov- be pe they DOG BREAD AND 
able Alumi- rp AN AL FOOD COMPANY 
num Locomo i 21) Marginal Street, Chelsea, Mass, 
tive Reflector. The genuine has “Austin” stamped 
Ismade of stiff op avery niece, 
hard brass. all | 
i 





Checks the muzzle blast, preventing report noise and recoil. 
Makes rifle practice possible anywhere. Adopted by U. 5. 
Government. Wonderful aid to marksmanship 

Couplings furnished for attaching immediately to any rifle. 

Write us make, model and calibre ot your ritle. We will tell 
what Silencer you need, price, ete, Give your dealer's name. 


Write today. 





eS wi en ath 

















Colts Armory, Hartford, Conn. 
Specify Silencer Equipment on Your New Rifle 





ait 












parts riveted, 
will not dent. Black Oxidized Finish. 
Nodangerof fire as fameis covered with 
athree and a half inch convex lense, 
also has strong magnifying bulls eye lens for long range 
work. Both lenses can be darkened. Generator is carried 
on a belt or in the pocket. 
Sold by all dealers. Will be on the market about June Ist. 

Write for particulars a3 , 
R. C. KRUSCHKE, 402 W. Superior St., Duluth, Minn. 


We guarantee advertismg on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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Fall Hunt 


Make it successful by using PETERS 
Shells— the modern ammunition. In 
appearance, quality and mechanical con- 
=— struction, far ig advance of any other make. 
PETERS Shells—regular stock loads—were used by J. S. Day 


in making the world’s greatest amateur trap-shooting average—97.28 %. 
Say PETERS to your dealer for best results with al/ firearms. 


“Sportsmen’s Handy Book” will interest any user of rifle, revolver, 
or shot-gun. Get YOUR copy. It’s FREE. Write today. 


THE PETERS CARTRIDGE COMPANY, P. 0. Box 835, Cincinnati, U.S.A. 


BRANCHES: New York New Orleans San Francisco 


















MATERA CI =3=| «GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


ITS PURITY HAS MADE IT FAMOUS 








O78 Bly (OR 3 3) 3) 


From Cheapest Reliable Reel 






TO BEST AT ANY PRICE 
: mse THE ONE WITH THE KNOB” 


The “Ideal” Fishing Float 


SOL.) UNDER N 





=—" mh (Patent applied for) 
Absolute Guarantee } Always Ready; lasts indefinitely. The 
metal guide doesn’t break and can’t come 
off. A joy to the angler. 
2and 2} in. 10c.; 3 and 3}-in. 15c.; 4-in. 25c.; 
6-in. 40c.; 2,2} and 3-in. in quill size. Brown 
Waterproof Finish, or Plain Cork. 
Ask your dealer, or by mail on receipt of price, 


W. J. KIMBROUGH, Box 764, Richmond, Va. 















You want the best gun for ** THE GUN THAT BLOCKS THE SEARS ”’ 
the least money. One of 


the nine grades of 


Dari. SGuns 


will meet your 








requirements. Grade A 
Ask For Our Large Catalogue 
N. R. DAVIS & SONS 
Lock Box 700 Assonet, Mass., U. S. A, 
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[ The Hind with the Hill 


Here, men, is your lucky strike. Robin Hood is the sporting ammunition that 
will change your field of disappointment into a “‘happy hunting ground.” For 
“sure enough” game getting you can’t shoot’a powder that’s too quick,—and 
you can’t buy any that will shoot so quick and kill so far as 5 
Robin Hood. ‘ 




















3 NI: i ; Es x : EYE 
AMMUNITION ( re . 
By a Trust. 
is loaded in our own factories, with our own smokeless powders. , --; 


This is an exclusive Robin Hood feature, for no other ammuni- « ., Nez 
tion manufacturers make the smokeless powders which they load. 


Put Robin Hood Ammunition to the test. You'll see the 
difference in results afield-—high muzzle velocity, perfect pattern 
and no ‘‘kick.’’ 


Buy Robin Hood shot shells and metallic cartridges from 
your regular dealer, or if he does not handle them write us. 
Send for our catalogue. It is full of ammunition pointers. 


ROBIN HOOD AMMUNITION COMPANY 
D Street, Swanton, Vt. 
































[Going to Camp?]| YOU RR aca a 


You will Ged this will be more enjoyable and satis- 


utensil absolutely indis- factory if you take with you 





pensable, will simplify mo of 
camp cooking, a great 
time and space saver. 
Cooks three things at one 
time, nothing to get out of 
order, compartments re- SMOKES caliie 
movable and easily fe “Without a bite or a regret” 
cleaned. ee om a, wo will ir ger long after 
Sent anywhere East of 13% 40 3 13 oz. 5c; '{ Ib. $1.65; 1 Ib 
-_ ‘ Miainipes prepaid for $1 50. 33 * 
se Agents’ proposition. epaid to any address if y« ler will not 
ROSE ECONOMY COOKER Agents send for terms. Special! i le ais ie a 
WEST MANUFACTURING COMPANY How to Si 
'E. HOFFMAN. COMPANY, Mf 
267 S.4th Street - - Philadelphia | | at. Ee ee Ciee 

















WINCHESTER’ Ss HYPOPHOSPHITES OF ‘LIME AND SODA (Dr. Cxrurcnitt’s Formula) 
and WINCHESTER’S SPECIFIC PILL ARE THE BEST REMEDIES FOR 


Exhausted 
or 
Debilitated 
They contain no Mercury, Iron, Cantharides, pe ee Strychnia, naregre Alcohol, Cocaine, 


The Specific Pil! is purely vegetable, has been tested and pres ribed by ians, and has pre to be the best and n effective treatment 
known to medical science tor restoring impair d Vin matter how originally caused, as it reaches the root of the a:lme Our 

are the best of their kind, and contain only the best and St ingredients that money can buy and science produce; theretore we cannot of 
free samples 


Petes, ONE DOLLAR per Bez, No meat. C. O. D., or Treatment Scheme 


by First-class Mail 


D 8 For N the The Hy »yhosphites —Dr s 
PERSONAL OPINIONS: ear Sng wees ithe a tren ape — — ~ ane sonphttes sor 6" je ¥..., —* of Philadelphia, Pa. 






I have taken this excellent remedy Pen hester’s Hypophos; of Lime and Soda) as a Nerve fe “ay my Physician's order, It has so greatly bevefited 
me that I hope other sufferers may be helped likewise —Min s El L a ‘i JOHNSON, irvine ton, New Yo 
I don’t think there is a more honest remedy for Nervous Debility than your Specific PiL—B. R., Prin eton, Ills, 
I find your remedies excellent.—Assistant Attorney General, N. D. 
Send for free treatise ; 
Winchester & Co., 614 Beekman Bldg., N. Y. Est. 50 years. 


securely sealed. 





We e "guarantee ‘advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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THE FAMOUS 


Moonlight F = Bait 


mond GLOWENG 


A Daylight I g e Moonlight Fl« ating Bait. 





Phot l [ k Room by the Bait’s Own Light 


Good pl Bass, Pickerel or Muskallonge. The only 
Bait for Night Fishing. : : Price $1 Postpaid 


It is a well ne wn fact that fish are night and not 
day feeders. You will find night fishing delightful. It 
is cool, and the time is your own 








THE FISH NIPPLE 
eve € r tionary tl 

ed ce the cu rl 

i Sy : t ri er | tects 

the ks the y it Iri l yet it is s 

( sible I k | sh t can not free 

S€ It V s 1 f otl s ed weedless 

ba This is t ghly tested fish-gette Made in 
ed I 





THE TROUT BOB 
young t g ut alone 
la y Im so as 
ght is s it night f 
ever experienced before 
then 
it down strea 
1 get the trike 
bushy banks. 





instructions. } 
will send same, post 


for booklet giving full 


dealer does not carry our baits we 


The Moonlight Bait Company 
EXCLUSIVE MAKERS 
(Dept. A) 


PAW PAW, MICHIGAN 





All advertisements are indexed- 








ree Motorcycles 
STRONG AND POWERFUL 
THE SATISFACTORY KIND 
Catalogue Free 


EMBLEM MBG. CO. Angola, N.Y. 




















ait that | DIVES sa iba a bait 
have A BEPTER BAIT. at wh 
the topnotcher. Its n ents have mx et 
er bait made 1 


ow PATENTED —It Floats, I It Dives, 1 Swims PAtENTED. 
E. J. LOCKHART, Dept. M., GALESBURG, MICHIGAN 























’ 
nes 
SS (wea ——— 
TAVOLINE 
Sea Z 
EMOTORS \\ 
aY i = 3 
DITSSs 5 
+ FOR AUTOMOBILES = 5 
\ Lubricates : Burns Cleanly. = 3 
Write for Booklet. *““*TheC ommon Sense > 3 
of Automobile Lubrication” S 
Z Parr OIL co. SY 
= Refining ¢ , Distributors 
Dealers 
San Francisco, Cal 
EVERY MORNING 
Dr. Myer’s Detachable Sack Sus- 
pensory has Two Detachable Sacks 
which can be washed independently. 
A Complete Departure from theold style, ~ 


giving perfect comfort and support, with 
out the ‘ise of legstraps. All sizes. Mailed 
iu a plain box on receipt of price. Money re 
funded if not satisfactory,Write for booklet. 
MEYERS MANUFACTURING CO. 
76 Pargk PL. WarERTOWN.N, Y. 





See page 2A 
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“No Swiv« Is “|; N 99 
to swivel” % et ext 

t> our lines of Spinners, 
Rods, Reels and all fishing 








“They MSF J accessories. 

spin so Wess Send for Catalogue “‘C.” 
oy TAc JOHN J. HILDEBRANDT COMPANY 
Drawer | - Logansport, Ind., U.S. A. 














F'S8.5: with the LIGHTNING FISH HOOK AD- 
TER op your next fishing trip. 
nstantly and securely they connect the line and 
leader, a decided convenience to anglers. 
aves time in freeing your entangled line and io 
changing your rig. No knots to tie or untie. 
andy invention for fishermen. For sale in Tackle 
Stores or mailed 6 for 10c. German Silver 15c. 


MILLER & KUNZINGER, 437 Gold St., Brooklyn, WN. Y. 


orite hook 


your fav 
sybstitute for 


Attracts 
Fish by its 
Taste, Smell 





























MANF'O BY 










1245 S. Paulina St. 
Chicago, lll 








Prize Winner at the 
Seattle Exposition 


Borden’s 
Evaporate 


..|) Milk BERS | 











Scotch Calabash Pipes | Price 50 cents 


Why kill yourself by smoking a strong | ach or 3 for 
pipe? You can get a Scotch Cala- | $1. 00, postpaid 
bash Pipe that absorbs all nicotine | 

and poisons and ensures a cool, sweet 
opt, Money back if you are not | 
plea 


| 
THE ROYAL PIPE CO. | 


201 Broadway Nashville, Tenn. 




















You can carry your landing net easily is a real comfort. It is 
Gia "Shake sone oe ae Emenee a great aid to camp 

walking or casting. A stiff jerk 8 ° ° 
en means. cooking, adding fine 
lapsible two piece handle net. ° ° 
Price 50 cents. Send for circular. flavor, richness and di- 
F. J. SARGENT -=- Medina, Ohio gestibility to many a 
anna —|/ dish. Don’t start with- 
out it. 


50 BORDEN’S CONDENSED MILK CO. 
HORSE POWER COMPLETE — bu ead 4 ® ‘ec L d if Q lit ” 
1,2 &3 Cylinders, 3 to36H.P. RESPONSIBLE concern eaders oO ualilty 

Write for complete catalog—tells all about how these high grade motors are Ss Est. 1857 


built in the Largest plant in the world devoted exclusively to the man- 
ufacture of 2-cycle motors. Gray Meter Ce., §11U.S. Motors Bidg., Detroit, Mich 
































Ea ene 
























The Stonebridge Vestibule Tent —_ >> The Stonebridge Automatic Folding Lantern 
(Patented) (Patented.) Opens automatically Is Light, Simple and Com- 
Combines Comfort, Service, Light pact. Invaluable to Hunters, Fishermen and Campers. Made of 
Weight of Pole and Rapidity aluminum, brass, and tinued steel plate, with clear mica sides, 
and Ease in Setting up Lantern open is Ix44gx444 in Lantern closed is 1x44 x3, in. 
Only four pegs required. No guy ropes. Notice Improved Folding Candle Socket 
Adjustable on side hill, Instantly re- Uses either army candle 1% in. in diameter or standard candle. 
duced in heightin high wind, Pole made Each lantern packed in heavy paper envelope Handset 
of steel tubing, in sections telescopic. leather case, extra charge. Adopted by 


the U. S. Gov. for use in the Army and 
Geological Survey. Your dealer bas it 
Send todav for 


° a 
23 WARREN STREET, NEW YORK CITY 


Shrinking andstretching of tent automa- 
tically taken care of. 

For Circular and Price- List address 
Thes bridge M ing Co. 
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OUTFITTERS FOR EXPLORERS, CAMPERS, 
PROSPECTORS AND HUNTERS 


LIGHT WEIGHT WATER AND ROT PROOF TENTS, ASK ABOUT OUR GREEN TENTS 








OUTING CANOES 
CLOTHE 

= ‘A BERCROMBIE'’S FISHING 
OUTFITS TRADE CAMP MARK GUNS AND 
FOOTWEAR AMMUNITION 


Davip T. ABERCROMBIE Co. 311 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


AMERICAN AGENTS, NEWLAND, TARLTON & CO., SAFARI OUTFITTERS, NATROBI, EB. E. AFRICA 


SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE F PLEASE NOTE NAME AND ADDRESS 











Briggs “Lead-in” For Minnows 


Easy to get in 


but they 





can’t get out. 


LITTLE, BUT, OH MY! 


J Gillette Pocket Fishing Outfit 








Easily attached toa two-quart Mas : thet isa: Ca ew 
Se need with tare siig, bones, “ot Masi nue Rez on ee ete fishing outfit 814 inches long. Can be con- 
very hard, Weight 31-2 02., can be carried ur tackle box veniently carried ir ft ey cket. All ‘instrum« nts are 

G ane anes me fitt ‘4d v with double multiple reels. Made in two sizes. 
POSTPAID i . §o cents No. 1. Fitted with 60 yd. reel $1.50, aan 15c extra 


No. 2. Fitted with 150 yd. reel $3.00, postage 20c extra 


A. C. Brigg, Coy, 102 Bamlet Bldg., Detroit | GILLETTE, 9 East 32nd Street, New York 



























IMPORTED 


Trout Creels 


at Special Prices from — Ist to 15th eed 








| 
| 
| 
| Patent Pending Body 3 1-4 in. long Price 75 Cents 












Curved backs to fit the body, | eath er hinges, leat key 
and fastener 
No. 0 1 2 THE REDFIN MINNOW 
Capacity, pounds 6 9 12 20 25 30 A glittering, darting, life-like artificial bait for Bass and Pickerel 
Price 75c 85c a The ** Catchum big" Kind 
$1.00 $1.20 $1.40 $1.60 The Redfin Minnow is a top water bait oe at sinks slowly; representing 
, ‘ : , : an advanced idea in artificial bait construction. By regulating the 
Write today Remember all iat which the bait is retrieved, the 4ugler is able to control, at all 
orders are accepted on tl on- he position of the batt $ in ie water, thereby being able to fish 
dition that if goods are not ie surface, or at any de th. In other words, he can 
itil euktste taney Ghee anne “ PISH WHERE. THE FISH ARE’ 
be returned at our expe d H ks deta hable. no screws to pull out, will uot twist the line, no swivels 
your money will be refunded No, 27 White body with broad red band, like illustration. No. 37 Green 
2 back, white belly. No #3 Solid whit dy with red stripings. Three 
hook “Jerse bait made in same eolors as above. 


At your dealers, or by mail on receipt of price. Booklet on request. 
JAMES L. DONALY Box 2283 Newark, N. J. 


EDWARD VOM HOFE & CO. Ss 
94-95 Fulton St., New York 


WEEDLESS =COAXERS” NOT WEEDS.” 


We claim that the weedless “‘Coaxer’’ will catch more bass than any other bait on earth, and we stand ready to prove 
it at any time. To catch bass you must fishin the weeds where they feed, and the “Coaxer’’ is what you nee ad to 


doit with. Its glistening white body and brilliant blood-red wings and tail are irresistible to any bass, pickerel or muskie, 
= and it will go through any weeds that ever grew—get your 


a money back if it don’t. Get one and see for yourself. 



































Try the Coaxer’s little brother for fly fishing 


THE COAXER TROUT FLY 


Trout size, 6 assorted, - - - $1.35 
Bass size, 6 assorted, - - - 1.65 
Postage, 2 cents. 
Almostalive. Neverloses its shape or size. 
Send for our Souvenir Catalogue, containing photograph 
’ of the World’s Champion Bait and Fly Casters, alsomany 
Weedless Style (like cut), S0c illustrations in colors of new baits, flies, spoons, weedless 
Convertible (belly hooks), 75¢ frog hooks, tandems, etc. Send atonce—only costsastamp. 


evens tweets). TE W. J. JAMISON, Casting Specialties, 2751 Polk St., CHICAGO, ILL. 


Only practical night bait made. Get one. 







age 
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Makes 
Food Taste Better 


Ever notice how much befter food tastes 
when well served and daintily garnished ? 


Pabst 
BlueRibbon 


The Beer of Quality 


is a clean, fully aged beer. It gives 
a keen appetite for wholesome 
food. In its handsome package it 
adorns any table and it 
tastes even better 

















































‘ LA. 


<= ——,, Steel Fishing Rods 


FLY RODS.8s_ or 934 feet - - - - $1.00 
BAIT RODS, 5%, 64 or 8 feet -—  - - - 1.25 
CASTING RODS, 448, 548 or 6 feet. - - - 1.50 
CASTING RODS, with Agate Guide and Tip 2.50 
CASTING RODS, full Agate Mountings - * 


Y Trout Flies 


For Trial— Send Us 
18c for an assorted sample Quality A Flies 


doz. Regular price, 24c. 


30¢ for an assorted sample Quality B Flies 


doz. Regular price, 60c. 


60c for an assorted sample Quality ¢ Flies 


doz. Regular price, 84c. 


65c for an assorted dozen. Bass Flies 


Regular price, 96c. 




















ORIGINAL and GENUINE 


OLDTOWN CANOES 


Introduced and made famous by us. 
16 to 19 ft. 


The H. H. Kiffe Co. Broadway, 


Illustrated Catalogue free on application 











SIO P EE RES ree ee ae en Merete $18 and up 
, On eRo rae Ies 18 and un 
ye i od): aaa 18 and up 
INLAND LAKE FISHING BOAT....... 22 


Our catalog shows an unequaled assortment, sent free. 


THOMPSON BROS.. PESHTIGO, WIS. 




















Knorr’s Soups 





=| Pea Soup 
Bean Soup 
Lentil 


soup. 


I-lb. roll PeaSoup, - 35c. 
19-lb. roll Pea Soup, - 20c* 
\(-lb. roll PeaSoup, - 12c. 


Other varieties at same 
price. 


If your grocer cannot supply Knorr’s 
Soups, please send his address to 


MEYER & LANGE, New 
Sole Agents for United States 


+ Imported in Roll Form 


Soup 


Ready in a few minutes. Nothing to add 
but water. 4-lb. roll makes 6 plates 





York 








We guarantee advertising on this and Opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 














The Imbrie Free Spool 
Take-Apart Surf Reel 


AUTOMATIC DRAG 














TAKE APART BUTTON 





Spool always free to revolve when making cast, 
while handling remains stationary. No levers to 
turn. Gears always in mesh. Automatic drag 
acts only when fish runs. Push a button. twist 
your wrist, and the reel comes apart in a second 
for cleaning and oiling. Holds 200 yards No, 15 
Cuttyhunk line. Made of German Silver and 
Hard Rubber. Price $15.00. 


Abbey & Imbnie 


18 Vesey Street, New York 
Send for 176 page Catalog “F.” Established 1820 




















They give you fit and fitness 
both. They are soft and flex- 
ible as kid. In them your 
hands feel almost as free as 
though uncovered. But 
they’re protected —- 
well/ From the wet, i 
you golf, or fish or motor, 
also from the thorns and under- 
brush, if you rough it, and from 
rocks and the blisters that camp 
work often brings. These gloves 
are water-proof, tough as rawhide, 
almost wear-proof, and when soiled y 

are washable, Grinnell Gloves are sold in almost every city in the 
United States. If your dealer w ill not supply you, we'll send a pair on 
approval on receipt of the price: “‘Reindeere’’ $1.75; Indian Tan Colt 
$2.00; Gray Colt $2.25. Silk Lined $2.00 to $2.50 per pair. Be sure to 
specify size and leather, and mention dealer's name. Money back if 
not satisfied. Samples of leather and complete style book on request. 


Morrison-Ricker Mfg. Co., 109 Broad St., Grinnell, lowa 

















ORIGINAL 


“INTERNATIONAL” POCKET LIGHTER 


Made from a new metal discovered by Prof. Wels- 
bach, inventor of Tungsten lamps and : 
Welsbach mantles. 

Strikes fire without matches; operates 
with one hand; fits the vest pocket. 

Requires no batteries, no wires. 

Makes 1,000 lights with 60 drops of 
gasoline. Mechanically PERFECT ; 
lasts for years. 

Finely finished, and guaranteed. 

Makes a mos acceptable whist prize 
or gift. 

Sent prepaid for $1.00. Price per doz, 
$8.50 prepaid anywhere in U. S. A. 
Get busy now! 


W. WOOD CARLISLE CO. 
Importers 
Dept. 11, 276 W. Genesee St., BUFFALO, N.Y. 









THE GEM PATENT BLOOD-PROOF 
HUNTING COAT 


Spacious Game Pocket abso- 
lutely waterproof, blood-proof 
Impossible for blood to stain 
clothing, or spot or rot the coat 
Decently clean till worn out. Bi 
sected lining makes game pocket 
reversible, cleanable, sanitary. 
Ingenious lifts throw load on 
shoulders alone Arms free for 
nd easy gun action 
of desirable fabrics 
fit Elegant finish 
appearance. Durable con 
iction. Has every conceivable 
once Patent features 

e of coat. It's “high 

with sportsmen. At dealers 
) s charges prepaid. Write 
for descriptive price list and 
samples of cloth—free. 





U. S. Patent 946910. Inside View 








THE GEM SHIRT CO., 256 West Sth St., Dayton, Ohio 




















VACATION PLEASURES wi. ’Stuts ere’ sti:sby'wo Stood or 
ee de 7 a teel ~ mats of 8 ive. Carried by hand, buggy, automobile, or checked 





y from 350 t« 3,000 It 8s, Sets up in ten minutes 


LIFE SAVING FOLDING CANVAS BOAT COMPANY, Kalamazoo, Mich. 


m, and SAFE Ae Bg mitnd Cc HIL DREN. Will outlast, and outcarry 
idestruc tibl 2 “STEEL trains, and MOST DURABLE canvas body. 


WARRANTED BEST FOLDING BOAT MADE. 
Your dealer has the boat, or send for Folder kK. 














ORIGINAL—GENUINE 


HORLICK 


Delicious, Invigorating 


MALTED MILK 


The Food-Drink for all ages. 
Better than Tea or Coffee. 


Rich milk and malted-grain extract, in powder. A quick lunch. Keep it on your sideboard at home. 
Cm Avoid imitations —Ask for ‘“‘HORLICK inutile 7F mm EY — Everywhere 





“All advertisements are indexed—Sce page 2A 





ADVERTISING DIRECTORY 21A 





Be Prepared for Bites, Burns, Bruises, Cuts, 
Stings, Etc. 


mt’ TABLOID’ 
FIRST-AID 


Provides you with the materials for SJ 
\ 








o> 
73 
=‘TABLOID’= 
FIRST-AID 


dressing minor injuries promptly and 


efficiently, thus preventing serious 





developments. 





Burrousns WeiLcome & C* Lonoow (Exe) 


meee 






Actual 
Proportions 


No. 710. ‘TABLOID’ FIRST-AID 
The ideal outfit for fishermen, holiday campers, cyclists 
and all who travel beyond the reach of surgical aid. 
Measurements: 4 3 5 in 
In scarlet enamelled metal. Obtainable of all Druggists. 
Price in New York $1 
A large selection of outfits issued 
Ys BURROUGHS WELLCOME & CO., LONDON (ENG.) 


alga! 
NEW YORK: 35, 37 & 39, WEST THIRTY-THIRD STREET 
xx 314 MONTREAL: 10 1 109, CORISTINE BUILDING ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 














EASE IN WALK- 
ING IS AN ABSO- 
LUTE ESSENTIAL 

TO THE SUCCESS- , 
FUL HUNTER. 

Climbing rocks, wading streams and 
the constant hard wear of the stren 
uous outdoor life is most fatiguing 


unless the foot is PROPERLY SHOD. 


Mohawk Moccasins 


for outdoors or indoors wear best because 
made best. Made from best modern oil tanned, 
water-proof leather, with OUTSIDE PRO- 
TECTION SOLE. Strong, yet pliable, 
inexpensive and INDISPENSABLE for 
camping, hunting, fishing. 
Made to order if desired. Write 
today for full descriptive 
Catalog C 

which explains and _ illustrates 
innumerable styles, also Shaw- 
nee Moccasins made in colored 
chrome tanned leathers. 


A. F. COX & SON 
Portland, Maine 
































> tel Fr Fishing Rods 
and Baits 


Three Rods for the Price of One 


No fisherman will carry old style Rods and Baits after he 
has seen the HOLLAND. They are distinctly different and 
superior to anything on the market. Send five cents in 
stamps for sample paper minnow and illustratea cntalog. 

Fully Guaranteed 
eee ROD & BAIT CO. 
OLLAND, MICH. 


Six Holland yan Minnows for 25c, postpaid. 
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The Real Sensations 


Here are a couple of artificial baits 
that appeal to the common-sense judg- 
ment of experienced fishermen. They 
; | possess new and original features that 
THE CHAMPION, 31 inches long, like cut, $1.00 no other baits in the world possess. 
These features make them the best 

















N . White, red stripe No 59. Orange, green stripe s 

Ne Orange, red stripe No. 61. Gold, green strips and the surest for catching bass. In- 
Ne oo pe No 63, Red, green stripe i u e for 
HiME. White. «ean strive a ae Gea eee tise vestigate these features and judg 





yourself. 





Marvels of Beauty 


They whirl through the water with 
perfect ease. Perfectly balanced, and 
cannot twist the line. Three-blade 
tail spinner revolves the entire body, 
the head spinner revolves in an oppo- 
site direction, producing a graceful, 
glittering effect. Note arrangement of 





The “LITTLE WONEER,”’ 2% inches long, like cut, 75¢, 























s No. 71. White, red stripe No. 79. Orange, green stripe 
hooks, perfectly y et and cannot get | No. 73. Orange, red stripe No. 81. Gold, green stripe 
> | No. 75. Gold, red stripe No. 83. Red, green stripe 
oe striking P P | No. T7eW hite, green stripe No. 85 Green, orange stripe 
your Yr car rde 
sent 5 Sati eed = 
money t ~ CLINTON WILT MFG. -CO., ‘SPRINGFIELD, MO. 



















Here's the 
ee 
Confort . 
coubet TWO THINGS YOU NEED 
ee FIRST: The only sanitary method 
of caring for garbage, deep in the 
ground in hors galvanized bucket 
with bail. Odorless, proof against 
rats, cats and dogs, or the smaller, 
death dealing pest, the house fly. ss 
A coatless combination of Health demands it. Opens with foot 


. 
Shirt and Trousers "Ze ( Underground Earth Closet 
——eae iinteitenentnnenememeniantaaeanee « s . 
cap and tie to match. EG 5s | Underground Garbage Receiver 
All made to measure from fadeless, all wool, 
shrinkless flannel 
del sated guenahd ter $1022 
Fit guaranteed or money back. 
Write now, giving your haber- 


dasher’s name,forsamples and Free 
mplete measurement outht 


complete 





SECOND: This safe and sanitary 
method to keep your water supply 
from pollution. It prevents the 
danger from the house or typhoid fly, 
around camp or farm, disseminating 
its poisonous germs to your family. 
Our Guarantee: If this suit which we 
make from your own measurements does not 
fit perfect v--wash without shrinking—or is 
not satisfactory In every way return it and 
we give a new suit or your money. 


Nine years in practical use. It 
pays tolook us up. Sold direct. 


Send for circulars 





oe gs the outht free it you give 
min C. H. STEPHENSON, Mfr., 34 Farrar St., LYNN, MASS. 


We make a flannel outing hat that’s a wonder. 

Write for samples of Maunel and special offer. 

\ THEI. M. CASSEL COMPANY | 
Room 1013, 395 Broadway, New York 





For Canoeists, Sportsmen and Campers 


Ambroid will permanently repair tents, bags, rubber goods, boots, shoes, fishing 
rods, flies, leaders, etc., holes in tinware, agateware, etc., making the repair stronger than 
the rest. For permanent repairs to canoes, Ambroid is ideal. The tear will be stronger and tighter and tougher than 
the rest of the canoe. Ambroid will set under water, and the whole job can be completed in ten minutes. 


Permanently Repairs 
Ambroid is absolutely waterproof, and is not affected by boiling water or any liquid in 
common use, 





WATER PROOF FLexisil 
WONDERFN:, 4 | 


Repairs all Utensils Used in Camp 


Most Marvelous Glue of this Century. Not a Fish or Animal Compc 
Makes Good where Other Glues Fail, Requires no Heating. Apply Di 


WATERPROOF. FLEXIBLE. ACID PROOF. HEAT PROOF up to 309° 
Standard Size 50 Cents, (By Mail 9c extra.) Sample Can 10 Cents. (By Mail 3c extra) 


AMBROID COMPANY, :-: Room 526-—350 Broadway, New York 


sition 
ect from Can 








READY FOR INSTANT USK 
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|Prosperity has its advantage, 
overty its virtue, 


“TAKAPART” | “Velvet” equalizes all | 
Fishing Reels 


The reel that spins like a top. Light, strong, 
serviceable—w'th a fine friction adjustment to 
prevent back-lashing Built on a_ one-piece 
frame. Comes complete! y apart with a few 
turns of the wrist. No screws or rivets to 
bother you—no inaccessible parts to rust. Can 
he cleaned and oled in a minute. “TAKA- 
PART” Reels are 


Guaranteed For Life 


Repairing free if ever it’s needed. Handle 
never interferes with thumbing—the click i 
placed just right. toth are tre ansferable 

any position—forward, back, high or 
Write us if your = aler can’t supply you. 

logue upon reque 


— REELS, Capacity 100 26 
opRIPART” REELS, oy 80 Yds, 


ook for the name os very reel, 


A. F, MEISSELBACH & BRO. 
19 Prospect Stree* Newark, N. J. 











Fishermen, Hunters, Campers, Auto- | | 
mobilists, and Motor Boat Owners | “Velvet” —a pipe smoke of superior qualities—essayed by 


the rich—the poor—the mighty the meek. Why? It hit 
the human smoke sense, not the pocketbook Velvet 
Burley tobacco that has had two years in which to mature- 
mellow. Time develo ps tobacco's g ee points—eliminates 
Kore’s a Foldin Camp harshness—the thing that bites. “Velvet” is a mellow, 
> f smooth, pipe smoke. Worthy deed 10c at all dealers. 





1s 





Stove of real merit. 


oven Made of angle tron, which Velvet eo SPAULDING & MERRICK 


ry 
will last a century. Thie nd ust Chicago, Ill. 


most complete, handy, States. tie 
compact folding camp 7 ‘ 
stove ever invented. An / cy 
18-inch triangle when .. 1) 
~ 
Mg ‘ (we (/ ‘ 
folded. It has sufficient cooking surface for 7 S 
coffee pot, camp kettle and skillet. y r f% ie, 
S 
} 


ci ° , 
eae open, 1x18 inches when 


Price, $1.50 TIS = 


From an Expert Angler 


Gentlemen: It is a downright pleasure to 
recommend your stove, In every way it’s far 


and away better than anything of its kind I have I 
ever used. I know at least a dozen anglers who 
speak as enthusiastically of it as I do. I consider 
it one of the important articles I have in my camp \) 
ing outfit, . 
Sincerely yours, 
WiLL Ii, DILG. dé f 


THE FOLDING CAMP STOVE CO., LaCrosse, Wis. 
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Just the Thing for Campers and Hunters 


Prevents mildew, doubles the 
life or service of the fabric, 
does not stiffen the canvas, 


SPRICE= | and WATERPROOFS. Any 
LIQUID one can apply it with brush or 


sponge. Price Liquid Water- 
WATERPROOFING proofing is guaranteed. One 

gallon covers about 100 square 
feet. If your nearest dealer 


~FOR- 

TENTS AWNINGSETL cannot supply you, we will. 

=m Price Fireproofing Co. 
POUGHKEEPSIE, N, Y. 


I28S WabashAve. 618 W, 47th St. 
Chicago, Ill. New York, N. Y. 








In %4-gallon cans, 25c. 

In 1-gallon cans, 85c. 

In 5-gallon cans 
(per gal.), 75c. 

















THE MAID OF NIAGARA 


Had she possesses a swivel grip, 
When she was started on ner: trip, 
She might have shunned the fatal on 
That proved her aqueous ending. 
Pray cease to weep at her sad fate. 
But write or wire or aviete, 
Procure before it is too iate 
The “Grip” they're alt commending. 


The Eureka Swivel Grip for canoe paddies.enabies 
one to learn canceing quickly. Itincreases'thé canceist's 
speed, allows a longer stroke, saves the wrist twist 
where used, and. positively efiminates blisters. 

Nothing like it. Patent applied tor. it can te carried 
flat in pocket, and if easily attached to’ paddle hardie. 

In ordering specify circumference of your paddie 
hangie handies var 

Pr 


SOc and 7Sc according to f 











HOREKA Co. OX OF 4. Cotembun, Ga, 





mation Service 
and willing to supply reliable and authentic 
opinions and facts. 


If you want to know anything about the 


vractical side of Boat or Engine, have some 
mechanical kink to unravel, want unprejudiced 
eadvice— 


Ask Capt. John 


He is part of our regularly instituted Infor- 
ureau and stands both ready 








Foot-Ease. 








ALLEN'S FOOT-EASE: 


Shake Into Your Shoes 


. Allen’s Foot= Ease, the antiseptic powder 
Li for the feet. It relieves painful, swollen, 
> smarting, tender, nervous feet, and instantly 
takes the sting out of corns and bunions. It’s 
the greatest comfort discovery of the 
age. Allen’s Foot—Ease makes tight-fitting 
or new shoes feel easy. It is a certain relief 
for ingrowing nails, sweating, callous and 
tired, aching feet. We have over 30,000 
ne ', <\ testimonials. TRY IT TO-DAY. Sold 
Pict . everywhere 25¢, Do not accept any sub- 
. stitute. Sent by mailfor 25c. in stamps. 


“In a pinch, F ae E 


use Allen's ALLEN S. OLMSTED, Le Roy, N. Y. 








TRIAL PACKAGE 
sent by mail. Address, 





———_—_—a—ear—eee_eerw 








$25.00 BUYS THE FRAME OF THIS BOAT 


Length 23 ft., beam s6in., speed 
with 6 H.P. motor, 10 miles; 12 
H. P. motor, 15 miles. Shipped 
Knock-down with illustrated 
instructions to assemble. Our 
catalog quotes on all material 
to finish. Every piece cut to 
shape and accurately _ fitted. 
It will gotogetherthe right way 








only. Free catalog of similar bargains 


BROOKS MANUFACTURING CO., 1108 Ret Avenue, Saginaw, Mich. 











MORRIS CANVAS CANOES 


Built in high grade only. Pleased to send catalogue. 
B. M. MORRIS, VEAZIE, MAINE 











Why Don’t YOU 


the Celebrated Natchaug approval of 


**ELECTRIC” 


New Process Waterproof 


SILK LINE 


Send for Sample and New Catalogue 


AT ONCE 


and for Fry 





THE NATCHAUG “ELECTRIC” SILK BRAIDED FISH LINE 


RY W: iterproofed throughout by a new and exclusive Process, has met the 
Expert Anglers who used it las t season. It Floats—It 
will not Kink—It is not Enamel—lIt is suitable for Fresh or Salt Water 
and Barr Casting, the “ELECTRIC” has no equal. 

WE SELL TO THE ANGLERS DIRECT 
One elegant Nickel REEL FREE with first order 100 yards. 


The Anglers’ Supply Co., 115 Gen. St., Utica, N. Y. 


all 
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“ TRADE 


SLevnjerd. 


MARK 


TELESCOPE COT BED 


For Your Camp 
Motor Boat, Yacht, Autom: bile, Sum- 
mer Home, Bungalow, Lawn or Porch. 


IN EMERGENCIES— 
nothing answers the 
purpose so well 

Convenient 
ompact 
Comfortable 
Weighs ° 
15 Pounds Price $3.00 


couds stores. Write 
1 circular and camp 


et FSS 
., 620 B'way, N.Y. 












Here is a detachable motor that you can 
clamp to the stern of any rowboat in an ins 
t 1 ter 


Star d go skin er the r 








without alterations to boat Don't think of 


a n or auto trip withou 


Evinrude Rowboat Motor 

Instantly attached or detached 
rried from etoplace. Is simple, sm 
Susmaeaedonrt. Wile of ches Gok ane cae 
with illustrat : 

n toliv 


Evinrude Motor Co., 210 Reed St., Milwaukee, Wis. 


lescriptions and low price Special propo 











3-in-One keeps all fishing tackle in per- 
fect order. Reels oiled with 3-in-One won't stick or 
hang at critical moment. They alw ays work easily 
and surely. 3-in-One will not gum, turn black or 


sticky. 
3-in-One prevents rust on steel rods, keeps joints 
and connections clean and smooth, preserves wooden 
rods, too, making them tough and pliable. 
raw your line, silk or linen, through rag moist- 
ened with 3-in-One. Makes it stronzer and last 
longer. Will not rot, twist or tangle, preserves, lines, 
nets and traps in either fresh or salt water. 
FREE Try 3-in-One at our expense. Write for 
liberal free sample and booklet. 3-IN-ONE 
OIL COMPANY, 152 New St., New York 
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S 


FREE—a 144-page cloth-bound, beauti- 
fully illustrated book with every ‘‘Bristol’’ 

Rod sold during 1911! 
It’s entitled “ Tricks and Knacks of Fishing" and 
ns contains 40 live interesting chap- 

: ters of expert fishing advice. 

TRICKS and GET IT FROM YOUR DEALER 
KNACKS af In writing for Free Catalogue 


give us your dealer's name so we 

FISH | NG can supply him with books free 
for you. This book is given only 

with “ Bristol’? Rods, Look for 

the name “ Bristol’’ on the reel 

seat. 

THE HORTON MFG, CO, 
81 Horton Street, Bristol, Conn. 


144 PAGES 





10 MILES FOR A CENT 


THE owner of a Harley-Davidson motorcycle is independ- 
ent of street car, or train service. He can go when and 
where he wishes and at any speed he desires. The 


Harley-Davidson 





Motorcycle is the logical means of travel for the business 
man, the tourist, the sportsman and men in every walk of life. 
IT IS ECONOMICAL, 

The Harley-Davidson holds the world’s record for economy. 

IT IS RELIABLE. 

The Harley-Davidson won the only diamond medal and 
1000 plus 5 score for super-excellent performance ever 
awarded in an endurance contest in motorcycle history. 

IT 1S DURABLE. 

The first machines we made nine years ago, although they 
have run th ds and th ds of miles are still running 
and giving perfect satisfaction. 

Nearly one-third of all the motorcycles sold in America 
are Harley-Davidsons. Send for Descriptive Booklets. 


HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO. 


797 L STREET. MILWAUKEE, wis. 
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“Natural Health Exercises Without Apparatus” 


THE TITLE TELLS THE STORY! 
N illustrated book that gives 36 exercises that you may practice anywhere, at 
any time. They are for every part of the body, and are thorough, logical 
HEALTH BUILDERS. The only thing necessary to their use is your willingness 
to apply them. The book has an introduction and a series of rules both of which 
make it possible for you to understand how beautifully simple and how simply 
beautiful these exercises are. OVER 30 thousand of these have been sold! 


THESE TWO CO TOCETHER 


| 


““WATORAL HEALTH EXERCISES WITHOUT =| 
APPARATUS” | HEALTS 

















You might read a hundred other books | The Monthly Magazine 
and still not get the condensed knowl- | Devoted to Physical Culture and 
edge that “Natural Health Exercises —_— om FO 


Without Apparatus” gives you. . 
Not a medical journal! It is a 


practical teacher of how to live. 
It saves doctors’ bills. It discusses 
Health questions and tells you 


How to Apply Them. 


It is a health digest. 
It tells you not only how to exercise, 
but also hew to live! 
Food— Water—Rest—Sleep—Play | 





= i i , Mj a 
ca ab ai Saige ; eu | Do you want to be Healthy? 
—_ es of so i 
eart—are the titles of some of the | Tetee Thies... 
chapters. | 
The exercises are introduced by a | OUR SPECIAL OFFER 
6 | Health Twelve Months in Advance’ - $ 00 
sensible explanation and some Rules “Natural Health Euercioss Ww a put ° 
‘ < ? Apparatus” 
for Exercising. Other contents are: All for $l. 00 
The exercise for the lungs, exercise (Canadian postage, 24c. extra—foreign, 50c. extra). 
for the abdomen, exercise for the weanee eeukamene oo. 


134 W. 65th St., New York 


Enclosed is One Dollar. Please enter my 
subscription for /éealth for one year and send 
me as a premium a copy of * “Natural Health 
Exercises Without Apparatus.’ 


trunk while standing, exercise for the 
trunk to be taken on the floor, 
walking, exercise for the legs, for the | 





arms, for the neck, etc., etc., etc. RS ccndeecestccnte rik omentendsonvenssocuesenes 
NI, cniincen scncesewerensecescveessenycneeenes 
Use this Coupon = ici vniuahenniddedewinaaamesdiamidnnntiiile 
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To Be Supreme and on Top 


in any department of human effort one must produce something 
BETTER than has been produced before. This explains the supremacy of 


**The Old Reliable’’ 





Budweiser 


Quality and Purity have made it the King of All Bottled Beers. The exclusive 


use of Saazer Hops, its mildness and low percentage of alcohol makes it the favorite 
EVERYWHERE. 








Bottled only (with corks or crown caps) at the 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
St. Louis, Mo. 
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ONLY *60%2 FOR THE 
2 “12 DAY 
OCEAN CRUISE 


To HALIFAX, Nova Scotia and 
ST. JOHN’S, Newfoundland. 


St. John’s Har bor, ; : — 
The Grand Entrance to St.John's Harbor, Including meals and berth for the entire trip, via the 


5 Berroa sees RED CROSS LINE 


Old World Scenes and ennai in North America. 

i . charming sea voyage 
is cruise. You live on 

n en in port l es. A foreign tour costing 

ino times as pteed pap not Fy more delightful. The large new 















































stermers ‘“Stephano’’ & ‘‘Florizel’’ in commission equipped 
ee every device for safety and comfort. Orchestra. Wealso offer 
E oS "1 eal, stopping at Quebec, 















ack Diam nd S.S 
Riv 





S opping one aay at 
y, ©, B.., to St. Joh 
3 days) $65 up, i 

















a Booklet Now 16, 
vowring & Co., 

“ 17 State St., 
eh» —— x. ¥. 


end for ill 











OIRO NATION 


At Old Point Comfort, virginia 








Spend Your Vacation Here 
Where the cooling ocean breezes blow, where it’s never too hot 
and never too cold—where there are no mosquitos, flies, no fogs and the maximum of 
pleasant weather. ‘The conditions are ideal for vacationing. ‘The surrounding*country is 
historic, picturesque, easily accessible. 

The Military and Naval Life 


furnished by Hampton Roads and Fortress Monroe gives you a chance to see something 









out of the ordinary. 

At the hotel there is every form of recreation, golf, tennis, bathing, rowing, riding, fishing, each its 
very best here. And the Hotel—none is more luxuriously equipped, more homelike, or restful. Perhaps 
you don’t count the cuisine as a summer attr action, but you will, a/ways, after you visit The Chamberlin. 







Special Summer Rates, June to October. 






For further information and interesting illustrated booklets, apply to 
£ ply 
all tourist bureaus or transportation offices, or address me personally, 


GEORGE F. ADAMS, Manager, Fortress Monroe, Va. - . New York Office, 1122 Broadway 
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HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


Is best for 


THE FRAGRANT JULEP 
THE FESTIVE HIGH-BALL 


Because it is a pure Rye Whiskey and so guaranteed. 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, 
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TOU CATCH ON? — = NO? 





Fish do on this Cork, We both lose 
if you don’t use it. You & oe the Fish, we | 
the Sale. Agents cope =_— is Get one. 


Samples, 50 cents b 


by m 7 TEMPLE BUILDING, 
SELF-STRIKING FISH CORK co. 


St LOUIS, MO,, U. S. A. 


Spend Your Vacation in 


BERMUDA 


SWEPT BY COOL OCEAN BREEZES 
An Ideal Sea Trip to the Most Beene 
Summer Resort in the World, 
Every outdoor recreati dea Bathing in the clearest of turquoise 
Waters Excellent fishing 
1,500 Mile Superb Ocean Voyage By 
THE MAGNIFICENT |FAST, TWIN - SCREW 


iransatlantic Liner “OCEANA” 


14,000 Tons Displacement; 635 ft. Long, Largest, Fastest, Must 
Luxurious and the Only Exclusively First-Class 
Passenger Steamer to Bermuda, 

FIRST-CLASS ROUND TRIP, including state- 


room berth and meals at the extraordinary rate of $1 5 uP 
Best cuisine on the Atlantic. Electric fans in every 

room. Many staterooms with brass beds; six suites-de-luxe with 
private baths; finest promenade deck in the world Orchestra, 
Promenade Dances, Gymnasium, Wireless. Only Bermuda steamer 
with submarine signals. 


TOURS covering all expenses, four to eleven days, in- 


cluding steamship fare, pest hotel ac- $18 i‘ 
commodations, UP 


shore trips, drives, etc.,at total cost of 
Beautifu: booklet, 
New York 


Itinerary Tickets, etc., of 
Bermuda- Atlantic Line, 290 Broadway, 
We 








guarantee advertising on this and opposite pag 





Before You ‘*Turn In’”’ 


a cup or two of delicious hot Steero Bouillon will add comfort 
to the night's rest. 


“STEER Bouillon 


Cubes 
Reg. U. 8. Pat. Off. 


Made by American Kitchen Products Co., New York 
are especially appreciated in camp for their convenience and 
delicious quality. There is no cooking to be done when you 
want a refreshing drink. Just drop a Steero Cube into a cup 
and pour on the boiling water. 


**A Cube Makes a Cup” 
Send for Free Samples and test them yourself. 


If your grocer, druggist. or sporting goods dealer can not 
supply them, send us 35c for a box of 12 Cubes. postpaid, 
enough for 12 cups. Tins of 50 and 100 Cubes will be more 


economical for regular use in camp. 


Distributed and Guaranteed by 
Schieffelin & Co. 
16g William Street, New York 
Under Pure Food Law, Serial No. 1. 





e provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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upon request. 


SPORTING AND VACATION PLACES Including railroad and steamship lines, reaching the best sporting and vaca- 
tion territories, as well as hotels, camps and guides. For our readers who are 
planning Summer Vacation, Fishing, Hunting or Camping Trips, we recommend the following and will be glad to send further particulars 


Where to Go Information Bureau, FIELD AND STREAM 

















MOOSE SHOTS SURE 


also Caribou and Deer is what our rg10 parties 
who had decent weather encountered. 


For AUGUST and SEPTEMBER we can 
furnish good fly fishing and LIVE GAME 
PHOTOGRAPHY. 

PERSONALLY CONDUCTED parties con- 
sidered. Ten years experience. Country 
hunted 1910 never before shot over. 


DOUGLAS WETMORE CLINCH 
Sec. Provincial Guides Association, Box 279 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 











SPORTSMEN 


Tf you are planning a hunting trip this fall, for 
hig game, write for particulars of my hunting 
grounds on the headwaters of the Tobique River. 
Moose, Caribou, Deer and Grouse plentiful. Lots 
of game, good camps. good guides. 


PERCY B. FALDING, Perth, Victoria Co., 
New Brunswick 








TROUT AND LAND-LOCKED SALMON 


OME of the finest trout and land-locked salmon fishing in 

Maine is within easy reach of the Fairview Camps, on Lower 
Shinn Pond—11 miles from Patten. Shinn Pond and Davis Pond 
both offer excellent fishing and Bowlin Pond, Jerry Pond, Sebois 
River and many other ponds and streams are easily reached from 
our Jerry Pond Camps. All log cabins with open fires. Outlying 
camps in best sporting territory in Maine. For circular and 
other information address 


EDWIN F. FOWLER :: :: Patten, Maine 











Algonquin National Park 
of Ontario, Canada 


“Hotel Algonquin” 


JOE LAKE STATION 
SEASON MAY Ist TO OCTOBER Ist 
OLD-TIME TROUT FISHING in the ideal 
camping and canoeing region of Canada. 
1200 virgin lakes and streams. 

Every requisite and comfort for guests. 
Complete outfitting and provisioning store in 
connection. Guidesfurnished. Only eight hours 
from Toronto. Booklet, food list, folder — of 


L. E. MERRELL 


MOWAT, P. O. ONTARIO 





"Camp Ketchum 


The selection of Lewey Ketchum, (the oldest guide and sports- 
man in Maine) out of the whole fish and game territory of the 
state, is situated on Nahmakanta Lake. Never advertised before 

Keached from Norcross on railroad, by boat, portage and canoe 

A change of fishing ground every day tor two weeks for trout 
and togue. 

Bring the camera—you are sure of game pictures. Write for 
information 


HARRY V. IREDELL, Prop., Norcross, Me, 





UNEXCELLED BASS AND SALMON FISHING 
For those interested in Field and Stream’s big fishing contest far-famed 
Lake Kezar will have an irresistible attraction. Lake Kezar and the 
many outlets in this section, as well as hundreds of perfect streams, 
abound with game fish and the chances of hooking up with a Grand Prize 
Salmon or Bass are mighty good. 
FARRINGTON’S 

is within a stone’s throw of the Lake aud offers you homelike comfort, 
with fresh milk, butter, eggs, vegetables and other “lomey”’ luxuries 
right from our own farm, and all at very reasonable rates. May we seud 
you our illustrated booklet? Address, 


W. H. FARRINGTON, Prop., Center Lovell, Maine 





BIG GAME HUNTING IN NEW BRUNSWICK 
Sportsmen, are you interested in big game hunting? If you are, 
our string of hunting camps for Moose, Caribou and Deer will 
make it still more interesting for you. Write for our booklet 
telling about our six camps in the finest hunting country in 
Northern New Brunswick. We have also recently made new 
arrangements and can now conduct parties to some of the best 
Trout waters in the Province. 

IMHOFF BROTHERS HUNTING CAMPS 
Bathurst Village NEW BRUNSWICK 








FOR BIG GAME SHOOTING THIS FALL 


Remember we have control of three hundred square miles 
of hunting country in New Brunswick's greatest Moose, 
Deer and Bear region. Camps and accommodations the 
best. Special rates for November. Have been fifteen 
years in the business. Reference given. 

ADAM MOORE & SON 
Scotts Mills . - - . .- York Co., N. B. 








Central New Brunswick Hunting Camps 
Why not spend your vacation where all kinds of big 
game abound—Moose, Caribou, Deer and Bear, 

_ Anewly opened up section on headwaters of Serpen 
tine, Nepisiquit and Miramichi rivers with five separate 
camps controlling 150 square miles of the best big game 
territory in New Brunswick. A country of lakes, dead- 
waters, barrens and virgin forest. For further particulars, 
write George E. Gough, North View, Victoria, Co., N. B. 





BEST BASS FISHING IN MAINE 


Trout and salmon entire season. Motor boating, 
canoeing and tramping. Individual cabins with or 
without bath. Write for booklet. 

Belgrade Lake Camps, 
THWING BROS., Props. Beigrade Lakes, Me. 














Hunt Big Game 


Don’t hesitate because inexperienced. Go this 
year, while there are still a few places left where 
you will see game that has never been hunted and 
have your hunting all to yourself. I can show you 
Mountain Sheep, Caribou, Moose, Grizzly Bears, 
in country where no other white man has ever 
been and the game has not become dwarfed from 
the conditions which always arise after hunting 
is started. I make all arrangements and personally 
manage expedition, preserve trophies, etc, as 
hunter companion, advise as to purchase of fire- 
arms and cameras, and give instruction in shoot- 
ing and wild game photography. References. 
C. T. S., care Fretp AND STREAM. 














shooting, Large and small game in season Address 





“KOII A 99) The home of the Tiger “Muskie,” on the “Barden Arm” of Potato Lake, “Spud Pool” (see leading article in Feb, Number by R. H. Davis 
12 miles east of Chetek, Wis. Number of guests limited to 20. Moderate charges, No “bow Nobugs. “Sportsmen,” and families, 
not “Sports,”’ catered to here; necessary to write for dates, Muskellonge, Lake Trout, Large and Small Mouth Oswego Bass, Wall-eyed Pike, Pickerel. Good 


W. E. BARDEN, Chetek, Wis. 

















Continued on page opposite. 








WHERE 


TO GO DIRECTORY 











~ 
FINE FISHING AND 
GOOD HUNTING 


grand scenery, pure, bracing air, and perfect 
days all combine to offer you the best vaca- 
tion spot you ever visited. 

We also offer splendid boating, sailing, bath- 
ing, good hotels, cottages and the most exciting 
canoe trips in the whole country. All these 


are in the 
Beautiful 
Lake Region of Northern 
Minnesota 
IN THE VICINITY O 
ELY 


& 


TOWER 


Vacations and good times don’t end with the 
close of summer in this section, because the 
fall season of northern Minnesota is famous. 
Our bird, duck, deer and mocse hunting are 
unrivaled. 

If you can’t come in the summer, don’t 
miss the fine fishing and shooting in the fall. 

THE VERMILION ROUTE takes you to 
the spot and our folders “Over the Old Ver- 
milion Trail’ and “Canoes and Portages,”’ will 
tell all about it. Send to-day for them. 








The Duluth & Iron Range Railroad Co. 


H. Johnson, General Passenger Agent 


405 Wolvin Bldg. Duluth, Minn. 


\ y, 














Come to Wyoming 
for Big Game 


The Wyoming game laws have this year 
been so changed as to bring the open 
season for big game from September Ist 
to November 30th, inclusive. 
Non-resident hunters are allowed all the 
bears they can tote, and also one moun- 
tain sheep, two elk and two deer 
We have complete outfits for big game 
trips and our experience of many years 
enables us to offer the very best kind of 
service to visiting sportsmen, as well as 
being thoroughly acquainted with the 
habits of the game so that we can take 
you into proper country at once 

Write us at once, as arrangements 

are now being completed for fall trips. 


FROST & RICHARD, Cody, Wyoming 





CAMP FIRE ISLAND 


20 miles in the wilderness—12 hours from Chicago— 
wild deer seen every day—muskellunge and bass fishing 
Box 24 


GLIDDEN, WIS. 


in new lakes. 


H. A. SCOTFORD 








That Big Buck Is Waiting for You! 


Ihe Cranberry Lake region of the Adirondacks, being just enough 
out of the way to be off the nage cy tenay edly ns Aesop 1 wel 
sportsmen who know as « 9 vg the best deer hi g withir asy 
striking distance of New Ye At our camp near Hig h I ills we 
have our he: adquarters rig he in the deer country -no lor g hikes 
before you find “sign Ve “ e most comfortat iccomm 





tions, with plenty of venison all season, and fresh vere? bles from 


our own garden. Send for booklet and rates 


B. A. DOBSON Wanakena, N. Y. 








INTERMEDIATE LAKES 
Best fishing in Michigan, for Bass, Pike, 
Muscalonge, and all other common small fish. 
Camping and boarding. Write for rates and 
reservations to 
W. C. GREEN, The Maples 
BELLAIRE MICHIGAN 








SUMMER IN THE ADIRONDACKS 

Spend your summer this year at beautiful Cranberry Lake, where 
rest and quiet, ten miles by steamer from the nearest railroad 
Station, await you. Known as the very best trout region in the 
Adirondacks, your chance for one of FIELD ANwv STREAM'S Trout 
Prizes 1s good indeed. We have a comfortable camp with big 
open fireplaces and above all, an excellent table. Let us send 
you our booklet and tell you more about it! 


Bear Mountain Camp 


43. MN. Balderson, Prop, Wanakena, N.Y. 








The Best Sport in Colorado 


is to be had in famous Gunnison County. Here at Cebolla we have 
not only rainbow and brook trout running to such sizes as to win 
five times the prize offered for the biggest trout in Colorado, but also 
big game such as Bear, (Silver Tip and Black,) Mountain Lion and 
Deer, as well as all sorts of small and feathered game. We have 
had a number of our guests report to Field and Stream’s Informa- 
tion Bureau on the way they were treated and the kind of sport we 
have, and we refer yoututhem, Write for further particulars. 
J. J. CARPENTER, Prop., Sportsmen’s Hotel 
Cebolla, Colorado 














Bake Caboe 
FALLEN LEAF LODGE, <*<'s,P°, {o's 273 


the best FISHING and HUNTING in the whole Tahoe 
region. Comfortable accommodations, a good table, Indian 
guides, horses, launches and canoes, at moderate prices. 
Address the manager, 

FALLEN LEAF, LAKE TAHOE, CAL. 





WILLIAM W. PRICE, 


The Season Is On For Salt Water 
Fishing At Barnegat Bay 











For Salt water fishing come down to fam u 
Bay. Here we have t — striped bas 
fish, sea bass, blackfish—in fact all the sal It water game 
fishes that swim the ce lhc this latitude. At the 


FORKED RIVER HOUSE 


we make a specialt 
arrangements inclu 
through us." We w 
into this section and 
trip into our locality. 
pects are for you right now 


Fred B. Gowdy, Prop. 












Forked River, N. J. 











We guarantee advertising on this and Opposite 


page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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A Union Pacific Gem SNur rssana 


Of all the charming advertising literature 
ever issued by a great railroad company in 
this country, conspicuous is the little 38-page 
brochure published by the Union Pacific and 
entitled “Union Pacific Outings—F ishing in 
Colorado and Wyoming.” 

The little book—not so little either, when 
you consider that it contains over 18,000 words, 
is a rare description of the trouting advan- 
tages afforded at the different points along 
this great thoroughtare One-half of each 
page is adorned with a splendid photograph 
pertaining to the subject matter—a summer 
trip into the mountains of these two ro 
mantic states, and the matchless joys to be 
found there by the knight of the bamboo and 
lancewood. It is really a literary gem, not 
only in the graphic reflection of the picturesque 
scenery, but in the choice of diction and ar- 
tistic general polish. 

No truer sketch was ever drawn of the 
witcheries of these trout waters, the greatest 
and grandest in the world—delicate and realis- 


tic in coloration and so vivid in perception 
that one pouring over its pages imagines that 
the terebinthinated odors of the spruce and 
the fir are actually in his nostrils and the roar- 
ing of the pretty cataract in his ears. Close 
your eyes and you are transported to the 
nook “where the wild Wyoming stream comes 
singing and shouting down through the dark 
pines, leaping hilariously over monster bould- 
ers and rushing in maddened flight on down 
below this fall or that cascade, where the great 
river thunders and boils and tumbles among 
bronze rocks, spreading here into numerous 
channels of riotous foamy water, narrowing 
there in a fierce rush between closed walls, 
gathering again in a volume of strong, deep 
current full of broken, golden gleams and 
ebony shadows; rolling, rollicking and plung- 
ing along until it is again lost within the 
tenebrious depths of rock and wood.” 


(Sandy Griswold in The Omaha World- 
Herald.) 


For a copy of this beautifully illustrated booklet, call on or address 


N 


A, 


riest, G. E. A., W 


G. Lowe, G. A., Gerrit Fort, P. T. M., 

Room 2, Room 2, 

315 N. Ninth St., Ninth and Farnam St., 
St. Louis, Mo. Omaha, Neb. 





RICHELIEU & ONTA 


NAVIGATION COMPANY 


‘ 


a 
eS Fe RTS 
= 


TADOUSSAC 
Saguenay River 








Roe aie 


QUAINT OLD QUEBEC 
and Citade/ 


Through the Venetian Scenery of the Thousand Islands, the exciting descent of 
all the marvelous Rapids and the historic Associations of Old Quebec (America’s 
Gibraltar), thence to the incomparable Saguenay River, with its majestic Capes, 
“Trinity” and “Eternity.” 
THOS. HENRY, Traffic Manager 





Send 6 cents postage for illustrated guide. 


Department 11 , Montreal, Canada 
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BP MANY AAD ALO AAG AER TAS AEG REGGE RGAE Ta MAG READ AP eT a HP 


Enjoy Your Home Land— 


See America First 


There’s zest in travel through 
wa 2 the Great Northwest. 
~ A Y K Ua) It’s a big, bold, free, 












Sagi 1c ae outdoor country. 
iF ) ; i Ne As plat ™ 
uy of INN 
C5 





_ @For your summer outing we suggest 
Glacier National Park, in the Rockies — the 
Cascade Mountains—the Skykomish — Puget 
Sound —the Pacific — Alaska —a great scenic 
country traversed or reached by the Oriental 
Limited, Oregonian and Great Northern Express 
—three superior daily transcontinental trains. 


Special Round T ‘Tip 














to Puget Sound and 
Pacific Coast Citics 
from all castern points. 











@Get our free folder “J/estern Trips for wo 
Eastern People,” and detailed information ff 
regarding the fares and the routes. | 
Address | 
S. J. ELLISON r 
General Passenger Agent 
ST. PAUL 
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oe 


=E Sac 














The Finest and Most 
Perfectly Equipped Hotel 
in the Great Metropolis 
FAMED 


for the exceptionally artistic character of its decorations 
and arrangement. 


lige 


HOLLAND HOUSE 7 “it! 


THE HOLLAND HOUSE 


not only originated many of the 





features characteristic of modern 
hotel life, but has carried them to the 
highest point of perfection, making 


COMFORT AND LUXURY 


its most salient features. It has 
retained, through its many years 
of establishment, a clientele indica- 
tive of its popularity with the ex- 


clusive and democratic visitor. 


CENTRALLY LOCATED 


near all railway terminals, steam- 
ship piers, theaters, shopping centers 
and commercial districts. 


Rooms Single or En Suite 
(With or Without Bath) 


Public Dining Room. New Grill 
Dining Saloon Exclusively for Ladies 


BOOKLET 








All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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co - : -_ 
Williams “sien: 


“The kind that won’t smart or dry on the face.” 
















Climateproot 
Package 

Nickeled Box 
Hinged Top 


Take Williams’ Shaving 


Stick to camp with you. 
Guaranteed Against Imperfections. 


It cools your face when | | gez2z Sean 
it’s sunburnt. || where, 50 sani 


sO Shaving Powder affords the same , . 
William uick and Easy Shaving | <a os Stick. Boston Garter js made in three types shown here, and 
rich, creamy lather that « listingui shes Williams’ Shaving Stic "ag mige os ‘ 
S: f eitl Williams’ Shaving Stick or Williams’ is recommended for comfort and durability. Look for the 
S} te Pls, nl ict TP La pelaguenetle oes ip » an anane fer oll trademarks “ Boston Garter” and ‘* Velvet Grip” stamped 
1aving Powder mailed on receipt of 4c. on the loop. Sample pair, postpaid, on receipt of price. 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Dept, A., pet a Conn. GEORGE FROST Co., MAKERS, BOSTON, Mass. 
































After Shaving 
|| [| Use MENNEN’S PORATED 
RW KS | Toilet Powder 


STERLING } — 
SPECIAL CUP POR THE GRAND PRIZE and insist upon your barber 
Height 12 Inches using it also. It is antiseptic and 
Sed for trophy catalog containing illustrations of Prize will assist in preventing many of 
Cups in Sterling Silver, Silver Plate and Pewter. the skin diseases often contracted. 


TRADE MARK 


a—_z_ = 


Special designs for any event furnished on request. 9 
Complete line of samples at | Sold everywhere or mailed for2 Se. 


z, * 

R4 =* Sample box for 4c. stamp. 
. WALLA NS MFG. CO., 11 W. 32nd St., New York DR Me P 
eianneein SPactven: Walger Cen. arches Gerhard Mennen Co., Newark, W. J. 
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Grand Trunk | Railway System} 


4 Most Direct Route to the “Highlands of Ontario” 


Orillia and Couchiching, Muskoka Lakes 
Lake of Bays, Maganetawan River, Algonquin National Park 
Temagami, Georgian Bay, Kawartha Lakes 


Spend Your Summer Holidays at One of 
These Delightful Spots 


p Finest summer playgrounds in America. Good hotel accommodations 
at moderate cost. The lover of outdoors will find here in abundance all 
things which make roughing it desirable. Select the locality that will 
afford you the greatest amount of enjoymentand send for free map folders, 
beautifully illustrated, describing these out of the ordinary resorts. 













































All th is recreation paradise only one night away f from the lead- T 
ing citi the United States, via the Grand Trur k. Palatial tans rmseen,e tA bag 
train 1s provid e every travel luxu iry to your destinatio Address ~ 4 wn” 
J. D. McDONALD, 112 West Ad&ms Street. Chicaco angie ~s ~~ 
F P. DWYER, 290 Broadway, New York City — << 
Ley % 


E. H. BOYNTON, 256 Washincton St., Boston 

W. ROBINSON, 506 Park Bidg., Pittsburg , = | Sear 
J. H. BURGIS, First Ave and Yesler Way, Seattle ae ol 

F. W. HOPPER, 399 Monadnock Bldg., San Francisco q 
W. E. DAVIS, Pass. Traffic Manager, Montreal 

G. T. BELL | 

Asst. Pass. Traffic Manager, Montreal |-* 


z mers 
H. G. ELLIOTT E ee mA 
Gen’! Passenger Agent, Montreal ILLINOIS, , maf PENS YevA Nn 


Ho 
jrmorana ; “ — 
lll 















con TO 


























Want to See a Swift 


little prism binocular 8 power at $22.75 


Hunting, Fishing, Camping 


and an article from “Field and Stream” if you use a boat, and especially a power- 
on how to select a sportsman’s field glass. es boat, the next best thing 1s 


Grandfather Didn’t 
wear shooting glasses—neither did he run an 
automobile or believe in areoplanes. 


i " ‘ - 
Hadn’t you better send us your name on a postal? Pray do. America’s Leading Boating Magazine 





THE F. W. KING OPTICAL CO. As big and bright and fresh as the big 
Manufacturers, Wholesalers and Importers outdoors itself. A special list of those 
CLEVELAND, OHIO “back to nature,” prize-competition cruise a 
€ stories that are a delight to every man 
| who loves the open are now being pub- —— 





Unsurpassed Precision | lished. Also excellent articles on new 
Instruments designs, boats, engines and = accessories 


LEITZ’S NEW One of the exclusive features are the non- 
technical articles on engineering subjects 


PRISM BINOCULARS prepared by experts for amateurs. 








Greetet Bisteney- Like ie Weight Just write us for a sample copy or send 
Largest Field of View One Dollar and we will enter your sub- 
Sharpest Definition | scription for a whole year. 


(to ine rim) 
Greatest Luminosity 


Steel Mounted Prisms (Patented) 
Double Acting Center Focusing Device, Patented, di 
affording absolute protection against dust and G 
atmospheric influences, hence tropics proof 
NO ACCESSIBLE SCREWS; RIGID 
CATALOGUE ON REQUEST CLEVELAND 


ERNST LEITZ °° &att,18th street 
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White Rock 
Lemonade 


A tablespoonful of 
powdered sugar. 
Juice of one lemon. 


Plenty of 


cracked ice. 
One. Rt ot | 


> 


LL 

















Reflex 


Cameras , 
REGULAR Cocktails 


1x 5and5x7 A BOTTLED DELIGHT 


The original bottled 
cocktail. Accept no 







LONG FOCUS 


4x 5 and 5x 7 





substitute. 
Ixcel all other similar types in curtain Simply* séveta 
velocity —ease and speed of operation—sim- through cracked 
plicity of construction—freedom from outside ice, and serve. 





mechanism—perfect workmanship. 

Martini (gin base) and 
Manhattan (whiskey base) 
are the most popular, At 


JUNIOR REFLEX all good dealers. 


Sole Props. 


; : Hartford, New York, 
Ask any independent dealer or write Renden 


for catalog and sample print to 


REFLEX CAMERA CO. 
Newark, N. J. 


The (lug 
a 










MARTINI 





3% x 4% (fixed focus) 
Price 312.00, with either 1 Holder or Adapter 






TS ee 






















THE SPORTSMEN’S BELT oiocm a the Buckie, ot a hole in the Sup. 
DUNN'S SELF-ADJUSTABLE LEATHER BELT 
Se 


Beautiful Monogram Belt, $5.00 each 
Splendid Initial Belt, . 2.50 each 
Regular Buckle Belt, . 1.00 each 
Best Quality Leather Belt, 
Black, Tan or Gray. 

Ask your Haberdasher or send size waist measure and we will 
forward one of them by mail on receipt of price. 

DUNN'S BELTS can be adjusted to the superlative degree of comfort. 
It is the AUTO-ADJUSTABLE BUCKLE of the age. The only patented Buckle of modern times that allows 
for the let out or pull up on a gentlemen's belt with ease and safety, without having to undo or open anything. You 
can adjust it instantly, tight or loose, when you have it on. Send for pamphlet. 


Address, THOMAS J. DUNN COMPANY, 101 Chambers Strect, New York 
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The August Number of 


SCRIBNER’S 
MACAZINE 


is the annual 


FICTION NUMBER 










FROM its first issue, more 
than twenty years ago, this 
number has been the repository 
for some of the best Short 
Stories ever written. It is a 
literary institution, the leader in 
the idea of a special number 
devoted chiefly to fiction. 


The number for this year contains a group of e-xfraor- 
dinary stories, including the beginning of a remark- 
able Short Serial, “Ethan Frome,” by Edith Wharton; 
one of the best stories of the sea James B. Connolly 
has ever written, a love story with a background of 
stirring adventure, and another article by 

GENERAL FREDERICK Funston, “Up the Railroad to Mal- 
olos,”? with an account of the famous river-crossing 
on a raft. 














On All News-stands 


TWENTY-FIVE CENTS A NUMBER 








THREE DOLLARS A YEAR 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, - NEW YORK 












All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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REPRODUCED FROM KODAK NEGATIVE. 


There are no game laws 


for those who hunt with a 


KODAK 


EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, 
Catalogue free at the dealers ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City. 


or by mail, 











We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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GOERZ. 


BINOCULARS 





GOERZ BINOCULARS ARE 
@ PRISM glasses of improved 


construction and 


exceptional quality. 


@ Possessing larger field of view and 
greater luminosity than glasses of other 


makes, 


@ Meeting with great favor 


and selling wherever shown. @ Deal- 
ers are requested to write for literature 


and terms. 





OERZ AMERICAN opr, 
317 E.34'™"ST. NEW YORK 











STOPPED! 


No matter how fast your subject is running, riding 


or flying, it is SURE to be stopped when you use the 


3A Graflex Camera 


\ Steinheil Unofocal 
F.4.5 Lens 


because the shutter of the Graflex admits 50° more 
light than the ordinary camera and will permit of 


fitted w ith | 


interior “snaps.”’ Ino the open, exposures can be 
made at 1 lovoth of a second PHE LENS is as 
speedy inits way as the camera, It is a scientific 


mstrument, not a toy. 


Write fou 


HERBERT & HUESGEN COMPANY 


Specialists in Things Photographic 


3114 Madison Avenue New York City 


atalogue 








ac 








All advertisements 


are 


CAL Co 





oe. You Give 20c for a Dollar Bill? 


r - 





prepaid, a k cient ba rth. - ! 

It givesfactsand figures. Valuable to every Be Ad man, 
Address 

N. D. RAND, Box 128, WEST CAMP, N. Y. 





For Your Vacation 


. Bermuda 


700 Miles in Atlantic 


Return Tickets $10 and up 


Ovcear 


Fast Swis Screw Steamship ‘*Bermudian” (5500 
Tens) n forty urs ~se tl ler than at the 
sea bathing, 


Aataasis Coast resorts. G t Gekink: 


lb 


cy ing 
MIDSUMMER TRIPS 


medec 


To 





via elites, e of 1500 miles. 
Mla enery: N t « vend 1 a Strait, Gulf and 
itive St. Le wren r far. famed Saguenay River. 
5. & Trinidad,’ fr Ne Yi uly 8th and d, 
\ug rth d 19t Sept. 2nd, 10 1 Returning from 
Ouebec, Selly lit nd 28th, Aug. 1i1t ind 25th, and 


For trated pamphlets apply t 
A. E, OUTERBRIDGE & CO., Agts., Quebec S. S. Co., 
Ltd., 29 Broadway, New York. THOS. COOK & SON, 
245 Broadway, 649 Madison Ave., 264 and 553 Fifth 
Ave., N. Y., or any Ticket Agent, or QUEBEC S§. §S. 
Co., Ltd., Quebec, 


indexed—See page 2A 
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THEN the ball is snapped into 

play, twenty-two men leap into 
instant action. Certainly no ordinary camera lens 
could capture a picture of that sort. But look 
at the above photograph, taken with a 


h DP, 


Every detail is sharp, clear, perfect. Even the ball is 
arrested in its speedy flight by this still speedier lens, 
And the Tessar, with its wonderful light-gathering powers, 
has uniform, excellent definition. It is by far the best 
all-round lens ever produced—adaptable for all outdoor 
| action pictures, landscapes, indoor portraits and so on. 
Our Booklet K gives prices and full information as to the 

best lens for your particular purpose. Sent on request. 


shai te, 4 
7 gaia. “fs — 





Our name, bac che d by over ahalfa century of ex- 
Even, is a vr pr ducts—lenses, micr . 
t ss ).¢ id g s, projection apparatus, 


enginecring an + her Scieni tific instruments, 


Bausch £4 tomb Optical ©. 


NEW YORK WASHINGTON CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO 


LONDON ROCHESTER. NY. FRANKFORT 





THE HO! NE D OES IT! | NEWFOUNDLAND 


safety blades on a stone hone, finishes on a leather stro . 
= 4 A Country of Fish and Game 























JS. w. ms JOHNSTONE, General Passenger Agent 





l bart 
ike the barber. At all Dealers. Price, $3.00 
1 Complete, prepaid A Paradise for the Camper and Angler 
Send for catalog deal Canoe Trips 
A. C. HAYDEN & CO. @ The Country traversed by the Reid Newfound- 
Brockton, Mass. land Company’s system is exceedingly rich in all 
kinds of fish and game. 
| g All along the route of the Railway are streams 
famous fer their SALMON and TROUT fishing, 
0 n ur atro | s of which have a world wide reputation. 
gq! nation cheerfully given upon application to 


EXPERT T AXIDERMIST —— 
S7 Wet 360 Suet, Now Yoh 11 un eeeeueee 
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Long-Distance Balance 
SAFE---ECONOMICAL 












GUARANTEED NOT TO BLOW OUT 


while in continued service until the Rubber Tread 
is Worn through to the Fabric of the Tire 












~<—s 





REENFORCED cad \Y 
INNER CUSHION _g@é 


@dded To The Other Perfected Features As 
A Part Of The Construction 





Sa.55 isc 
ness 












om 
ee Se 
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INCLUDE THE WELKOM WARMER 
IN YOUR CAMPING OUTFIT 


NO WATER 
TO HEAT 


NO RUBBER 
TO ROT 








Welkom Warmer Outfit 


The only modern, safe and effective substitute for the anti- 
quated Hot Water Bag 

It is made of metal col heated within one minute by simply 
lighting a tube containing a blazeless and smokeless fuel generat- 
ing a uniform heat lasting over two hours at a cost of less than 
one cent. Will last for years. 

It is curved to fit any portion of the body and weighs less than 

ounces. 

Endorsed by the medical profession as very effective in cases of 
Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Lumbago, etc 

Complete uth including 10 tubes of fuel sent prepaid upon 
receipt of $1.0) 

Write today e folder explaining the merits of this wonderful 
new device. 


WELKOM WARMER MFG. CO. 


Dept. A. J., 108 Fulton St., New York 








PROTECTS ABSOLUTELY 
AGAINST BLOWOUTS 












' Eliminates 
® Every 





FRINCE PNEUMATIC 


ORDINARY PNEUMATIC 


No-Blow-Outs 
Subject to No-Damage from Punctures 
Blow-Outs Wo-Rim-Cuts 
Punctures | No-Pinched-Tubes 
Rim-Cuts No-Over -Heating 
Pinch-Tube No-Loose-Treads 


Over-Heating No-Rotted-Fabric 


Loose-Treads Wo-Danger 
Fabric-Rot No-Trouble 
Danger No-Worry 
Troubles No-Complaints 


“LEAST COST PER MILE” 


The results prove the Prince Tire with the ‘‘re-enforced rubber 
inner cushion construction ’’ (see cut) has supplied protection 
from water and moisture damage to the fabric and bridges 
over any weak or broken threads of the canvas carcass. 


Oswald Kirkby, Sales Manager 


PRINCE TIRE COMPANY 


1675 Broadway 
Tel. 997 Columbus 


NEW YORK 
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Sportsmen! 


Do you want to keep in touch with all 

that’s new and up-to-date in the outdoor 
world? 

Do you want to know where to fish, how 

to fish and the proper tackle to use ? 

Do you want to know how to cook your 

fish and a thousand and one other things 
besides ? 


OUTING (six months) $1. 4 SPECIAL 
Field & Stream ‘‘ 
Camp Cookery 1. ~ a $2. 50 
Anglers’ Guide __-50 | 

Value $3.50} PRICE 


This offer has been especially arranged 

to fill all these requirements. The price 
has been made just as liberal as the offer is 
satisfying and we are entirely willing to re- 
fund your money if you are not pleased. 


Send us $2.50 to-day (M. O. or check) 


FIELD & STREAM PUB. COMPANY 


24 East 21st St., New York City 
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Select Your Speed 
Indicator FIRST— 
















































( 
O have a Warner Auto-Meter on your car is more 
important to you than the top, the glass front, or 
any other accessory. It’s almost as important as 
the car itself. This statement may at first seem over- 
drawn—but 
| . ° 
Consider These Points— 
| No matter what top or glass front you select, you cannot 
go far wrong—all are good. Jhere is no definite standard of 
| value. The |Varner is recognized as the Standard of Speed 
| Indicator Values because of its Supreme Quality and endur- 
ing accuracy. You can go away wrong if you select the wrong cotaa 
Speed Indicator, for not all are good, BESTA 115 aARNER 
oo” , ; ‘ : UPOMET ER 
The Speed Indicator is the most-looked-at thing on an owrance ASTOSMSTER 
automobile. The driver refers to it constantly every instant rae 
the car is in motion. if4f2]5} 
Other car owners and those who pass your car when GEEB E 
drawn up at the curb, look for the Speed Indicator when ne 
deciding for themselves or for others whether you are driving 
a good car or not. 
It is common knowledge among Motorists and 
Laymen that the Warner is the /ighest-Quality 
} Speed Indicator and that it is used on the best cars 
| Therefore, if the car carries a Warner on the dash, they New Model M2, $125 
unhesitatingly brand that car as Good. If it is an inferior Equipped — with 
and unreliable Speed Indicator, the Quality of the car is open Warnes — = 
to suspicion in their minds. Our Branch Managers and Sales po gas ps eh 
men in every important city report having many times heard der glass bezel 
people on the sidewalk, who have stopped beside a car, say in outside trip reset 
‘ . = : i P and extra detail 
almost the same words: te tart Rg 
“IT do not see the name of the car, but it must be electric hte 
a good one for it has a Warner Auto-Meter on it.” —— clock — 
te ‘ 4 outside wind and 
‘ ‘ ™ set. Price $125. 
We are stating facts when we say that the Quality [Varner fg BR goer 
is accepted by the General Public as a reliable index of the | Warner | models 
Quality of the car which carries it on the dash Fromm 460 to 4146. 
UTO-"METER 
i < L .] 
‘‘The Aristocrat of Speed Indicators’’ 
The Warner can be secured through reputable Automobile deal- 
ers in any city or town in the United States. Warner branclies 
are maintained in all the principal cities for the convenience 
of these dealers and their customers. Inquiry to Beloit or at 
our branches is invited for Warner literature. 
| Main Offices and Factory 
{ 1156 Wheeler Avenue, Beloit, Wisconsin 
Branch Houses Maintained at 
Atlanta Chicago Denver Kansas City Philadelphia San Francisco 
Boston Cincinnati Detrot Los Angeles Pittsburg Seattle 
Buffalo Cleveland India apolis New York Portland, Ore. St. Louis (119) 
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N our advertising we have repeatedly called 
the Commer Truck the world’s best high-duty 
motor-truck. That is a strong statement, but 
here are the three vital factors which give us 
the right to make that claim. 

The Commer Record. Many Commer Trucks have 

done 200,000 miles of service. Many Commer 

Trucks are seven years eld. Not one Commer 

Truck has ever worn out. 

Our Investigation. Over two years ago we sent 

experts abroad and had experts in this country who 

made exhaustive tests of the motor-trucks of the world, 
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ere is the Proof 


We ordered these men to go slowly, for we were buy- 
ing, not selling. After they had been investigating 
for two years, they told us that the world’s best high- 
duty motor-truck was the Commer. A\s insurance 
against mistaken judgment on their part we put a 3! 5- 
ton Commer through nine months of the most rack- 
ing daily tests ever given a motor-truck. We dared 
this Commer Truck to break down, and in retum it 
dared us to make it break down, for during those nine 
months not one cent’s worth of repairs were needed. 
Below you will find the third factor—the factor which 
makes the Commer best from the buyer's standpoint. 


{ pcOB RUPPER) 


3rd Ave.30th to 92nd St 








It was the Commer’s seven-year record, actual service demonstration, and our guarantee that sold the 
above Commer Truck to Jacob Ruppert, and has sold Commer Trucks to other New York concerns such as 
P. F. Collier & Son, Eagle Storage Warehouse, Sulzberger & Sons Co., H. L. Herbert & Co., Bernheimer 
& Schwartz, Jacob Bros. Co., J. & M. Haffen Brewing Co.,Gray Bros., and other representative concerns. 


The Commer Truck 


2')-TON 3'.-TON 


Commer Guarantees. The sale of a Commer Truck 
is made the most commercially sound transaction in 
the motor-truck field. 

We guarantee the chassis for cne year. 

We guarantee the gear box for two years. 

We guarantee one quart of oil will suffice for 100 miles. 
The manufacturer guarantees the tires for 10,090 miles. 
A common performance for a 4! 5-ton Commer 
Truck is six miles per gallon of gasoline where the 
run is straight ahead. We can give a good number of 
records showing this statement is amply conservative. 
Before selling a Commer Truck, however, we prefer 
that the purchaser test it under his own trucking con- 


4',-TON 6'.-TON 


ditions for our mutual protection. If he buys, the 
selling agreement includes this clause : 


If, in the opinion of the purchaser, after ninety days’ trial any 
CommerTruck sold by us does not deliver the service as requested 
by the purchaser and accepted by our expert, we will agree to 
take back said Commer Truck and refund the purchase price of 
same minus a reasonable charge per mile for service rendered. 


Our agents are authorized to make sales in accord- 
ance with the above. Seven years of testing and 
actual duty have proved we can safely sell a Commer 
Truck on this commercially sound basis. 

The Commer Truck is the world’s best high-duty 
motor-truck. Commer records and Commer guaran- 
tees give us the right to make this statement. 


IN UNASSIGNED TERRITORY 


we desire to obtain the best possible representation. 


Those desirous 


of entering this ficld with us are urged to communicate promptly. 


WYCKOFF, CHURCH & PARTRIDGE, I" 


BROADWAY AT 56th STREET, NEW YORK 


The Most Complete Motor Service in America 
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A. H. FOX GUNS 


~ The Finest Gun in the World 
we ; 










This Cut Shows Grade C 
Net Price $70.00 


With Automatic Ejector 
$82.00 Net 


Other Grades $25.00 to 


Only three working parts 
$362.00 Net 


in the Lock Mechan- 
ism. 

Genuine Krupp Fluid 
Steel Barrels. 

Fox Coil Springs abso- 
lutely unbreakable. 
Fox Hammer strikes 

primer direct. 


Fox Rotary Taper Bolt 
keeps the gun tight 


forever. 
Fox Proof—same as European Govy- 
ernments. 


Fox Guarantee—liberal and absolute. 


-ji° FOX Gy 
St N 
The Finest Gun in the world 
4658 North 18th Street, Philadelphia, Penn., U. S. A. 


A new edition of our art catalogue just off the press. 
Write for it to-day. It's free. 
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STEARNS ADOPTS THE KNIGHT TYPE MOTOR, 


THE ENGINE USED BY KINGS — THE LEADING FEATURE 
OF THE WORLD'S BEST CARS 





ACKNOWLEDGED 
AND ADOPTED 
By DAIMLER in England 
By MERCEDES in Germany 
By PANHARD in France 
Ly MINERVA in Belgium 


The Engine That 
Supplanted the Finest 


in the World 


A new factor has entered the automo- 


bile world. A factor of such vital im 
portance—of such dominant force—that 


it is recognized as a revolution in motor 


car history. That factor is the Silent 
Knight engine. 

In the world’s best cars this new type 
engine has displaced the power plants 
which made those cars pre-eminent 


The Choice of Royalty 


Cars equipped with this motor are 
everywhere the choice of Kings—Em- 
perors—of those accustomed to the best 
the world affords. In every country the 





greatest car now uses the Silent Knight 
—the Daimler in England, the Mercedes 
in Germany, the Panhard in France, the 
Minerva in Belgium and in America the 
Stearns. 


It gives the owner an engine far in 
advance of anything before produced— 
an engine that is always silent and vi- 
brationless—that takes a sharp hill at 
slow speed or rushes it with quiet irre- 
sistible power An engine that runs 
silently along on high, barely turning 
over, yet with a touch of the throttle leaps 


eagerly to any speed desired. It offers 


THE F. B. STEARNS CO. 


12963 Euclid Avenue, Cleveland, Ohio 


Branches: New York, 
Pittsburgh, Atlanta, 
Minneapolis, 

San Francisco, 


THE ULTIMATE CAR 


ashi 
an engine that nevgr complains—that 
answers instantly to the throttle—that 
is never slow nor sluggish. 


Where it Excels 


In the Stearns-Knight, action is not 
dependent upon ordinary valves such 
as used in all other 4-cycle American 
cars. Instead, in each cylinder are two 
thin cylindrical shells of iron — called 
‘‘sleeves’’—one inside the other. These 
sleeves have ports in the sides and as 
they pass each other produce positive 
valve openings impossible to secure in 
any other way. 





Send for the Story 


The story of the Stearns-Knight has 
been told in booklet form. It is the 
story of the bitter fight of Chas. Y 
Knight to win recognition for his motor. 

We have told, too, of the wonderful 
trial of the Knight motors by the Royal 
Automobile Club of England. 

We have told how, after weeks of 
testing in the laboratory and on the 
famous Brooklands track (a test 
equal tu two years of service) these 
wonderful engines developed more 
power at the finish than at the be- 
ginning and showed no sign of wear! 

These booklets and ‘‘A Ride With 
the Chief’ —telling the story of the 
Stearns - Knight in the words of our 
Chief Engineer — will 
be sent upon request. 

Clip the coupon and 
mail it to us. 


Dealers in all other 
principal towns and 
cities. 


Name 


Address 








(Knight Type Motor) bh 


Used By 


His Majesty. The King 
of England 

His Imperial Highness. 
The Czar of Russia 

Her Imperial Highness. 
The Dowager 
Empress of Russia 

His Majesty, the King 
of Belgium 

His Majesty, The King 
of Spain 

Her Royal Highness, 
The Crown Princess 
of Sweden 

His Royal Highness, 
Prince Arthur 
of Connaught 

His Royal Highness, 
The Crown Prince 
of Servia 

His Royal Highness, 
The Duke of Sparta 

The Grand Duchess 
Viadimir of Russia 

Her Grace, The 
Duchess of Bedford 

Her Grace, The 
Duchess of Dundorald 

His Grace, The Duke 
of Portland 

The Right Honor abi 
Earl Roberts 

Prince Oblensky 9! 
Russia 

The Right Honors! 
the Eari of Mars 
and Kellie 

The Right Honorabie 
the Earl of 
Yarborugh 

Captain The Honoratie 
Chas. Fitzwilliams, 
Equerry to King 
George V. 

Duke Louis Decazes of 
France 

Signor Don Garcia 
Uriburn of Argentine 

Duc de Leuchtenberg 
of Germany 

Count Leonce ven de 
Werve of Belgium 

Count de Ramaix of 
Belgium 

Signor Don Ramon de 
la Sota of Spain 

The Amir of Afgahan- 
istan 

Baron Van Pallandt of 
Holland 

Madam Sarah Bernhardt 


DeptI5 
Coupon ”’ 
=—VUPON 
The FB.Stearns Co.,Cleveland.O. 
Gentlemen: 
Send your booklets and catalogs 
telling the story of the StearnsKnight 











